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Vai ain Monum ents may guild precarious Jaws, 
A n bears a Statue in his Name. 
| SUCKINGHAMK, 


E 


DUBLIN: 


Foal by and for Gzor GE GRIERSON, at M 
the King Ann, and Two — 1 in Efex-Strees, 9 
MDCCXXXVI:! 


You promis d at Two; and (pray look Child) tis 
Four. | . 
A Lady's Watch needs neither Figures nor Wheels: 
Tis enough, that tis loaded with Baubles and Seals. 
A Temper ſo heedleſs no Mortal can bear — 
Thus far I went on with a reſolute Air. 
Lord bleſs me! faid ſhe; let a Body bur ſpeak: 
Here's an ugly hard Roſe-Bud fall'n into my Neck: 
It has hurt me, and vex'd me to ſuch a Degree 
See here; for you never believe me; pray ſee, 
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the left Side of my Breaſt what a Mark it has made. 
12 her Boſom ſhe carelefſly diſplay d. 

Sear of Delight 1 with W d; 
„ Word I defign'd to have faid. | 


MERCURYand CUPID. 


N ſullen Humour one Day Joug 
Sent Hermes down to 1da's Grove, 
Commandi Cupid to deliver 
His Store of Darts, his total Quiver ; 
That Hermes ſhou'd the Weapons break, 
Or throw em into Lethe Lake. 

Hermes, you know, muſt do his Errand : 
He found his Man, produc'd his Warrant: 
Cupid, your Darts —— this very Hour 
There's no contending againſt Power. 
Ho fullen Jupiter, juſt now 
T think I faid: And you'll allow, 
Thar Cupid was as bad as he: 

Hear but the Youngſter's Repartee. 
* Kinſman (ſaid Sr little God) 
off your Wi Our 5 
Retire wich Huy 1 4 Emu $ 


And reſt your ſelf for half an Hour: 


"Tis far indeed from hence to Heay'n : 

And you fly faſt: and tis but Seven. 

We'll rake one cooling Cup of Nectar; 

And drink to this Celeſtial Hector ; 
He break my Darts, or hurt my Pow'r! 

He, Leda's Swan, and Danae s Show'r ! 

Go, bid him his Wife's . 

My Darrs| O certainly I'll give * em: 

From Cloe's Eyes he ſhall receive em. 

There's Qae, the beſt in all my Quiver, 
Twang! rd his very Heart * Liver. 


Ne 


Err 
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He then ſhall pine, and figh, and rave: 
Good Lord! what buſtle we have! 
Neptune muſt ſtraight be ſent to Sea; 
And Flora ſummon'd twice a- day: 
One muſt find Shells, and Cother Flow'rs, 
For cooling Grotts, and © Bow'rs, 
That Cloe may be ſerv'd in : 
The Hours muſt ar her Toilet wait: 
Whilſt all the reaſoning Fools below, 
Wonder m_ Watches go too ſlow. 
Lybs muſt fl Pl South, and Eurus Eaſt, 
For Jewels for her Hair and Breaſt: 
No matter tho” their cruel haſte 
| Sink Cities, and lay Foreſts waſte. 
No matter tho” this Fleer be loſt ; 
Or that lie wind-bound on the Coaſt. 
What whisp'ring in my Mother's Ear! 
What Care, that Juno ſhou'd not hear ! 
What Work among you Scholar Gods ! 
Phoebus muſt write him am'rous Odes: 
And thou, poor Couſin, muſt compoſe 
His Letters in ſubmiſſive Proſe: 
Whilſt haughty Cloe, to ſuſtain = 
The Honour of my myſtic Reign, 
Shall all his Gifts and Vows diſdain; 
And ons, hn your old Bully's Pain. 
uz, ſaid Hermes in a Fright, 
For Heav'n fake hot your Darts: Good Night. 


200692020000 G0909029 
On BEAUTY. A RID DIL x. 


ESOLVE me, che, What is this, | 
Rn 
"I the Ker Of ering of the Grace 
| Bears diff rent Forms in diff rent Places; 
Acknowledg' d fie, here - S et beheld; 
Yer fancy d finer, rr 8 * 
4 3 1 
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*Twas Flora's Wealth, and Circe's Charm; 

Pandora's Box of Good and Harm : 

"Twas Mars's Wiſh, Endymion's Dream; 
=_ Draught, and Ovid's Theme. 

T, ided Theſeus thro' the Maze; 

And ſent him home with Life and Praiſe. 

Bur this undid the Phrygian Bo 

And blew the Flames that ruin d 7 Troy. 

This ſhew'd great Kindneſs to old Greece, 

And help'd rich Jaſon to the Fleece. 

This thro” the Eaſt juſt Vengeance hurl'd, 

And loſt poor A — the World. 

Injur d, tho” Lucrece found her Doom; 

This baniſh'd Tyranny from Rome. 

Appeas'd, tho* Lais gain'd her Hire; 

This ſet Perſepolis on Fire. 

For this Alcides learn'd to ſpin; 

His Club laid down, and Lion's Skin. 

For This Apollo deign'd to keep, 

With ſervile Care, a Mortal's Sheep. 

For this the Father of the Gods, 


Content to leave his high Abodes, 


In borrow'd Figures looſely ran, 
Europas Bull, and Leda's — 
For this he reaſſumes the Nod; ; 
(While Semele commands the God) 
Launces the Bolt, and ſhakes the Poles ; 
Tho' Momus laughs, and Juno ſcolds. 
Here liſt ning 1 ſmil'd, and faid; 
our wn 14 is not hard to read : 


= do; 
* 1, alas! the Theme _ 5 


For this, thou ſee "ſt, 3 

| Whate er the World thinks wile or 
Ambition, Buſineſs, Friendſhip, News, 
My uſeful Books, — 

5 For this 1 willingly decline 

And chuſe to fit and talk wich 


(As thy great Orders may 2 


Of 
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Of Cocks and Bulls, of Flutes and Fiddles, 
Of idle Tales, and fooliſh Riddles. 


S =S 
The Quks TION, to LISETTA. 


HAT Nymph ſhou'd I admire, or truſt, 
wW Bur Cloe beauteous, Cloe juſt ? 
What Nymph ſhou'd I deſire to ſee, 
Bur her who leaves the Plain for me? 
To whom ſhou'd I compoſe the Lay, 
Bur her who liſtens, when I play? 
To whom in Song repeat my Cares, 
Bur her who in my Sorrow ſhares? | | 
For whom ſhou'd I the Garland make, wt E 
Bur her who joys the Gift to take, 
And boaſt ſhe wears it for my Sake? 

In Love am I not fully bleft ? 
Liſſetta, pr'yrhee tell the reſt. 


Cp rp SL ! Err 
LISETT A's REI. 


OC VURE Cloe juſt, and Cloe fair 
g Deſerves to be your only Care; 
But when you and ſhe to Day 
Far into the Wood did ſtray, 
And I happen'd to paſs by; 
Which Way did you caſt your Eye? 
But when your Cares to her you ſing, 
Yer dare not tell her whence they ſpring; 
Does it not more affli& your Hearr, | 
Thar in thoſe Cares ſhe 2 
When you the Flow'rs for Cloe twine, 
Why do you to her Garland join 
The meaneſt Bud that falls from mine 
Simpleſt of Swains! the World may ſec, 
Whom Cloe loves, and who loves me. 


„ rote Hoe 
S 


3 
HE Pride Rac Grove I choſe, 
The dappl'd Pink, and bluſhing Roſe, 
* deck my charming 8 Hair. 
At Morn the Nymph vouchſaft to place 
The How's lefs blooming than her Fac 
| 10 


The Flow'rs ſhe wore 


| She Ggh'd; the mid: And w the Flow'rs | 
* Pointing, the lovely Moraliſt faid : 

See! Friend, in fome c Meng Hours, 
raden e- bs wade. 


— 


SSSESES 


VIII. a 
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„ 
Ah me! the blooming pride of May, 
And that of Beau nur { are bur one: 
Ar Morn both flouriſh bright and gay, 
| Borh fade ar . pale, gone. 


Ar Dawn poor Stella 4d and ſung; 
I be am rous Yourh around her bow'd: : 
At Night her fatal Knell was run 
I faw; and kiſs d her 1 ** her 


not. who d de Days 
Buch I, alas! ma 5 to Morrow: 
Go, Damon, bid uþ thy Muſe diſplay 
The Juſtice of thy Cloe's Sorrow. 


— 


The Lady who offers her , 
to ENU S. 


| 3 take my Votive Glaſs: 
| Since I am not what I was; | | 
What from this Day I ſhall be, Wet | 
Venus, let me never ſee. | | 
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'CLOE JeaLovs. 


Orbear to ask me, why I weep; 

Vext Clos to her Shepherd ſaid: 
is for my two poor ſtragling Sheep Rf 
Perhaps, nets. — | 1 


1 

Llour ſubtle Queſtions, and Replies; 
Emblems, to teach a Female Wit 

The Ways, where changing Cupid flics 


F 


0 
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* r „ d Mat, [ ? 3 POPE ROPE | 


|" — 
— 4 


— ——ꝛ—U— — — —— oe — 


10 POEMS on ſeveral Occaſions. 


III. 

Your Riddle, purpos'd to rehearſe 
Ihe general Pow'r that Beauty has: 
But why did no peculiar Verſe 

Deſcribe one Charm of Cloe's Face? 

| IV. 

The Glaſs, which was at Venus Shrine, 
Wich ſuch myſterious Sorrow laid: 
The Garland (and you call it mine) 


Which ſhow'd how Youth and Beauty fade. 
v a 


Ten thouſand Trifles light as theſe 
Nor can my Rage, nor Anger move: 
She ſhou'd be humble, who wou'd pleaſe: 
And ſhe muſt ſuffer, who can loye. 
VI 


When in my Glaſs I chanc'd to look; 
Of Venus what did I implore ? 
Thar ev'ry Grace which thence I took, 
Shou'd know to charm my Damon more. 
7 - VI | 
Reading thy Verſe; who heeds, faid I, 
If here or there his Glances flew > 
O free for ever be his Eye, 5 
Whoſe Heart to me is always true. 

. ...- RL : 
My Bloom indeed, my little Flow'r 
Of Beauty quickly loft it's Pride: 

For ſever d from it's native Bow'r, 


It on thy glowing Boſom dy'd, 
IX. 


Yet car'd I not, what might preſage 


Or withering Wreath, or fleeting Youth : 


Love I eſteem'd more ſtrong than Age, 
And time leſs permanent than Truth. 
X 


Why then I weep, forbear to know; 
Fall uncontroll'd my Tears, and free: 
O Damon, tis the only Woe, | 

1 ever yet conceal'd from thee. 


— — 
— — Kb —- 
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25 | XI. 
The ſecret Wound with which I bleed 
Shall lie wrapt up, ev'n in my Herſe: 
But on my Tomb-ſtone thou ſhalr read 
My Anſwer to thy dubious Verſe. 


©200088009'0/05900800898 


ANSWER to CLOE JreaLovs, 
in the ſame STILE. 


The AUTHOR fick. 


I. 
D faireſt Proof of Beauty's Pow'r, 
4 Dear Idol of my panting Hearr, 
Nature points this my fatal Hour : 
And I have liv'd; and we muſt part. 
i 
While now I take my laſt Adieu, | 
Heave thou no Sigh, nor ſhed a Tear; 
Leſt yet my half-clos'd Eye may view 
On arch an Object worth it's Care. 
III. 
From Jealouſy's tormenting Strife 
For ever be thy Boſom free d: 
That nothing may diſturb thy Life, 
Content I haſten to the Dead. 
c IV. 
Let when ſome berter-fared Loutn 
Shall with his am'rous Parly move thee ; 
Reflect one Moment on his Truth, 
Why dying thus, perſiſts to love thee. 


\ 


A ber. 
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SE / (( 
A better A NS WE R. 

| I. 
TN EAR Cloe, how blubber'd is that pretty Face? 


Thy Cheek all on fire, and thy Hair all uncurPd : 
Pr'ythee quit this Caprice; and (as old Falſtaff fays) 


Let us e en talk a little like Folks of this World. 
| 5 II. 
How can'ſt thou preſume, thou haſt leave to deſtroy \ 
The Beauties, which Venus but lent to thy keeping? \ 
Thoſe Looks were defign'd to inſpire Love and Joy: N 
More ord'nary Eyes may ſerve People for weeping. B 
III. A 
To be vext at a Trifle or two that I writ, G 
Your judgment at once, and my Paſſion you wrong: T 
You take that for Fact, which will ſcarce be found Wit: T 
_ Ad's Life! muſt one ſwear to the Truth of a Song? Si 
| = — .& 
What! ſpeak, my fair Cloe, and what I write ſhews ”— 
The Diff rence there is berwixt Nature and Art: O 
I court others in Verſe, but L love thee in Profe: Te 
And they have my Whimſies; but thou haſt my Heart. TI 
| 8 85 3 Fo 
The God of us Verſe · men (you know Child) che Sun, T. 
How after his Journeys he ſets up his Reſt: | 5 
If ar Morning o er Earth tis His to run; l 
Ar Night he reclines on his Ther:s's Breaſt. (A 
„5 VI. To 
So when Jam weary'd with wand' ring all Day; l Car 
5 To thee my Delight in the Evening I come: Þ 
No matter what Beauties I faw in my Way: | To 


They were but my Viſits; but thou art my Home. Ler 


. VII. To 
Then finiſh, dear Cloe, this Paſtoral War; No! 
And ler us like Horace and Lydia agree; 5 To | 
For thou art a Girl as much brighter than her, nd 


As he was a Poet ſublimer than me. 
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Written at PARIS, 1700. In the 
Beginning of ROB E's GeoGRa- 
os + CB 


O all that William rules, or Robe 8 — 
Deſcribes, great Rhea, of thy Globe; i 
When or on Poſt-Horſe, or in Chaiſe, 
With much Expence, and little Eaſe, 
My deſtin'd Miles I ſhall have gone, 
By Thames or Maeſe, by Po or Rhone, : 
And found no Foot of Earth my own; 
Great Mother, let me once be able, 
To have a Garden, Houſe, and Stable; 
That I may read, and ride, and plant, 
Superior to Deſire, or Want; : 
And as Health fails, and Years increaſe, 
Sit down, and think, and die in Peace. 
Oblige thy Fay'rite Undertakers 
To throw me in but twenty Acres: 
This Number ſure, they may allow ; 
For Paſture ten, and ten for Plow : 
Tis all that I wou'd wiſh, or hope, 
For me, and John, and Nell, and Crop. 
Then, as thou wil't, diſpoſe the reſt 
(And let not Fortune ſpoil the Jeſt) 
To thoſe, who at the Market-Rate 
Can eos 2 for Eſtate. 1 
Now if thou grant'ſt me my Requeſt, 
I To make thy vot'ry truly ble, 290 
e. Let curſt Revenge, and fawcy Pride 
= To ſome bleak Rock far off be ty'd; 
Nor e'er approach my Rural Seat, 
To tempt me to be baſe, and great. 
And, Goddeſs, this kind office done, 
Charge Venus to command her Son, Gr 
e 1 (Where- 
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So peeviſh was the Edict of the May'r.) 


(Where-ever elſe ſhe lets him rove) 
To ſhun my Houſe, and Field, and Grove: £ 


Peace cannot dwell with Hate or Love. 


2 cious Rhea, what I ſay: 
etitioner ſhall pray. 


Sa 

APassAactin the MORIA EN. 
COMIUM of ERASMUS Ini- 
TATED. | 


N awful Pomp, and melancholy State, 
I See ſettl d Rea on on the Judgment Seat: 


Around her croud Diſtruſt, and Doubt, and fear, 


And A Foreſight, and rormenting Care: 
Far from the Throne the trembling Pleaſures ſtand, 
Chain'd up, or exil'd by her ſtern Command. 
Wretched her Subjects, pf is firs the Queen; 
Till happy Chance reverts the cruel Scene: | 
And apith Folly with her wild Reſort 
Of Wir and Teſt diſturbs the ſolemn Court. 

See the fantaſtick Minſtrelſy advance, 
To breathe the Song, and animate the Dance. 
Bleſt the Uſurper ! happy the Surprize! 
Her mimic Poſtures catch our eager Eyes: 
Her jingling Bells affect our captive Ear: 
And in the Sights we ſee, and Sounds we hear, 
42 our judgment ſhe our Senſe employs: 

Laws of croubl'd Reaſon ſhe deſtroys: 


And in their Place rejoices to indite 


Wild Schemes of Mirth, and Plans of looſe Delight. | 
SUSIS[SIN|SIZICISHDING SGN GAE 


MERRY ANDREW. 


LY Merry-Andrew, the laſt Southwark Fair ) 
(Ar BarthoP mew he did not much appear 3 


Ar 


© by 4 ee en nn 
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At Southwark, therefore, as his Tricks he ſhow'd, 
' To pleaſe our Maſters, and his Friends, the Croud ; 


A huge Neats-Tongue he in his Right Hand held: 
His Left was with a good Black-Pudding fill d. 
With a grave Look, in this odd Equipage, 

The clowniſh mimic traverſes the Stage : 

Why how now, Andrew ! cries his Brother Droll, 
To Day's Conceit, methinks, is ſomething dull : 
Come on, Sir, to our worthy Friends explain, 
What does your Emblemaric Worſhip mean? 
Quoth Andrew; honeſt Engliſh ler us ſpeak: 
Your Emble——(whar d'ye call't?) is heathen Greek. 
To Tongue or Pudding, thou haſt no Prerence, 
Learning thy Talent is; bur mine is Senſe. 

That buſie Fool I was, which thou art now; 
Deſirous to correct, not knowing how; 

Wich very good Deſign, but little Wit, 
Blaming or * „ as I thought fir. 

I for this Conduct wi I deſerv'd; 


And dealing honeſtly, was almoſt ſtarv'd. 
But thanks ro my indulgent Stars, I eat; 


Since I have found the Secret to be great. 

O deareſt Andreu, ſays the humble Droll, 
Henceforth may I obey, and thou controll; 
Provided thou impart thy uſeful Skill. YO 
Bow then, ſays Andrew, and, for once, I will. 
Be of your Patron's Mind, whate'er he ſays; 
Sleep very much; think little; and talk leſs: | 


| Mind neither good nor bad, nor right nor wrong; 


Bur ear your Pudding, Slave; and hold your Tongue. 
A Rev'rend Prelate ſtopt his Coach and Six, 

To laugh a little at our Andrew's Tricks. 

Bur when he heard him give this golden Rule 


Drive on; (he cry'd,) this Fellow is no Fool. 


The 


E " 


— 2 —— — oy 
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2 848 3 8 TN STN SZAG 


The FLIES. 


Ax, Sire of Inſects, mighty Sol, 
(A Fly upon the Chariot-Pole 
ies out:) what Blew- Bottle alive 
Did ever with ſuch Fury drive? 
Tell, Belzebub, great Father, tell, 
(Says rother, perch d upon the Wheel 5 
ever any Mortal Fly 
Raiſe ſuch a Cloud of Bat as 1? 
My Judgment turn'd the w Debate: 
My Valour ſav'd the State. 
So talk two idle buzzing I 
Toſs up their Heads, and —_ their Wings. 
Bur let the Truth to Light be brought: 
This neither ſpoke, nor t'other fought: 
No Merit in their own Behay'or: 
Both rais'd, bur by their Parry's Favour. 


| From the C R E E K. 


| By native Hear aflerts his dreadful Sire. 
Nouriſh'd near ſhady Rills and cooling Streams, 
He to the Nymphs avows his Am' rous Flames. 
_ To all the Breth'ren ar the Bell and Vine, 
Tie gd ſays; mix Water with your Wine. 


RANK carvesveryill, „ 
F * more than Six 3 and drinks more than he 


| Four 


REAT Bacchus, born in Thunder and in Fire, l 


bad jd 


Ire, | 
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Four Pipes after Dinner he conſtantly ſmokes ; 
And ſeaſons his Whifs with impertinent Jokes. 
Yer ſighing, he ſays, we muſt certainly break; 
And my cruel Unkindneſs compells him to ſpeak ; 
For of late L invite him but four Times a Week. 


Se 
ANOTHER. 


W Jobn, I ow'd great Obligation; 


But John, unhappily, thought fir 
To publiſh ir to all the Nation: 
Sure John and I are more than quit. 


 29098090000008000029002 


ANOTHER. 


VES, every Poet is a Fool: N 
By Demonſtration Ned can ſho w it: 
HAPPY» cou'd Ned's inverted Rule 
rove every Fool to be a Poet. 


dd nd tad 827 Ne TY 827 
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ANOTHER. 


HYN s (the leaneſt hings alive 
L So very r 


e 
I © {3 » 
N 


I heard chy anxious Coach- man ſay, 
| Ir coſts thee more in Whips, chan Hay. 
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EE 
To a Perſon who wrote ill, and ſpoke | 
e worſe, againſt me. | 


YE, Philo, untouch'd on my A* Shelf, 
Nor take it amiſs, that ſo little I heed thee 
I've no Envy to thee, and ſome Love to my ſelf: 
1 ſhou'd I anſwer; fince firſt I muſt read 
Thee? foi gel 
Drunk with Helicon's Waters and double-brew'd 
Be a Linguiſt, a Poet, a Cruick, a Wag; 
To the ſolid Delight of thy 3 ub, 
To the Damage alone of thy Boo Brag. 
Purſue me with Satyr: what Harm is there in't? 
But from all viva voce Reflection forbear: 
There can be no from what thou ſhalt Print: 
There may be a little from what thou may'ſt ſwear. 


DSS. 


On the fame Perſon. 


HILE faſter than his coſtive Brain indites, 
Philo's quick Hand in flowing Letters writes; 
His Caſe appears to me like honeſt Taague s, 
When he was run away with, by his Legs, 
Phoebus, give Philo o'er himſelf command; 
Quicken his Senſes, or reſtrain his Hand. 
Let him be kept from Paper, Pen, and Ink: 
So may he ceaſe to write, and learn to think. 


s eis SC 
| Quid fit futurum Cras fuge quærere. 


OR what to-morrow ſhall diſcloſe, 
F May ſpoil what you to-nighr propoſe: 


1 


Ft 


an ny "Sb 
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19 
Love and Life are for to-da 
— 


C ANT AT A. set b NMonsigvn 


GALLIA 


K Rc 1. 


ENEATH a verdant Lawrel's ample Shade, 
His Lyre to mournful Numbers rung, 
Horace, immortal Bard, ſupinely laid, 
To Venus thus addreſs'd the Song : 
Ten thouſand little Loves around 
Liſt' ning, dwelt on ev'ry Sound. 
AR TIE r. 
Potent — bid thy Son 
Sound no more his dire Alarms. 


Louth on filent Wings is flown : 


Graver Years come rolling on. 


Spare my Age, unfit for Arms: 


Safe and amble ler me reſt, 
From all am'rous Care releas'd. 
Potent Venus, bid thy Son 
Sound no more his dire Alarms. 
| Ke. 
Yer, Venus, why do I each morn p 


The fragrant Wreath for Cloe's Hair? 


Why, why do I all day lament, and fagh, 


| e nigh ? 


Night . Dreams, 
- bord and Cryſtal Streams? 
R xc 1 T. 

Thus ſung the Bard ; and thus the Goddeſs ſpoke : 
Submiſſive bow to Love's imperious Yoke. 
Ev'ry State, and ev'ry Age 
Shall own my Rule, and fear my Rage: 
Compell'd by me thy Muſe ſhall prove, 
nn ve. 

2 


What 


| 4 1 1. 
Bid thy deſtin'd Lyre diſcover 
Soft Deſire, and gentle Pain: 
Oſten praiſe, and always love her: 
Thro' her Ear her Heart obtain. 
Verſe ſhall pleaſe, and Sighs ſhall move her: 
Cupid does with Phoebus reign. 


SL ro Geo ES 


Her right NAME. 


S Nancy at her Toylet far, 
A Admiring this, and blaming that; 
Tell me, ſhe ſaid; but tell me true; 
The Nymph who cou'd your Heart ſubdue, 
far of Charms does ſhe poſleſs? 
Abſolve me fair one: I'll confeſs; 


Wich Pleaſure I reply d. Her Hair, 


In Ringlets rather dark than fair, 
Does down her Iv'ry Boſom roll, 
And hiding half, adorn the whole. 

In her high Forehead's fair half-round 
Love fits in open Triumph crown'd: 


He in the dimple of her Chin, 


In private State by Friends is ſeen. 
Her Eyes are neither black, nor grey; 


Nor fierce, nor feeble is their Ray: 


Their dubious Luſtre ſeems to ſhow | 
Something that ſpeaks nor yes, nor no. 


Her Lips no living Bard, I weet, 
= fay, how red, how round, how ſweet: 
A 


Homer only cou'd indite 
Their vagrant Grace, and ſoft Delight: 


They ſtand recorded in his Book, 


When Helen ſmil'd, and Hebe ſpoke 
The Gipſy turning to her Glaſs, 
Too plainly ſhow'd ſhe knew the Face: 
And which am I moſt like, the ſaid, 
Your Cloe, or your Nut- brotun- Maid? 
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Writ- 


rit- 
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ee eee 
Written in an OV 7D. 


Nis che ſureſt Guide, 
Lou can name, to ſhow the Way 


To any Woman, Maid, or Bride, 


Who reſolves to go aſtray. 
dee % οοο οοοοο 
ATaux MAID. 
0, no; for my Virginity, 
When 1 loſe that, ſays Roſe, I'll dye: 


Behind the Elmes, laſt Night, cry'd Dick, 
Roſe, were you not extremely fack? 


SCC TTS TE SSG SANG riss 


ANOTHER. 


MEN Months after Florimel happen'd to wed, 


And was brought in a laudable Manner to Bed; 


She warbl'd her Groans with fo charming a Voice, 


That one half of the Pariſh was ftun'd with the Noiſe. 

But when Florimel deign'd to lie privately in, 

Ten Months before ſhe and her Spouſe were a-kin ; 

She choſe with futh Prudence her Pangs to conceal, 

That her Nurſe, nay her Midwife, ſcarce heard her 
once ſqueal. ed „„ 

Learn, Husbands, from hence, for the Peace of your 


Lives, 


That Maids make not half ſuch a Tumult, as Wives. 


4 Rca N 
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OOH OHIO 


A Reaſonable ArFLICTION. 


N his Death-Bed poor Lubin lies: 
His Spouſe is in Deſpair : 
With frequent Sobs, and mutual Cries, 
They both expreſs their. Care. 
A diff'rent Cauſe, ſays Parſon Sly, 
The ſame Effect may give: 
Poor Lubin fears, that he ſhall die; 
His Wife, chat he may Live. 


De e ee D ce e 
Another Reaſonable AFFLICTION. 


824 827 
N LN 


FROM her own Native France as old Aliſon paſt, 
F Se W Exgliſe Nell with Neglect or with 


That the Slattern had left, in the Hurry and Haſt, 
Her Lady's Complexion, and Eye-brows at Calais. 


ANOTHER. 
ER Eye brow Box one Morning loſt, 
(The beſt of Folks are eruc croſt) 


Sad Helen thus to Jenny ſaid, 
Her careleſs bur afflicted Maid; 
Pur me to Bed then, wretched Jane: 


Alas! when ſhall I riſe again? 


I can behold no Mortal now: | 
For what's an Eye without a Brow 
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CICIEIZIDICIENTICIEECR DN CLEICHERD 
On the ſame SuBJEcr. 
T N a dark Corner of the Houſe, 
I Poor Helen fits, and ſobs and cries: 
She will nor ſee her loving Spouſe, 
Nor her more dear Picquet-Allies : 


Unleſs ſhe finds her Eye-brows, 
She'll e'en weep our her Eyes. 


* 
4 ; 


On the ſame. 


H*; was juſt ſlipt into bed: 
Her Kyo brown on the Toilet lay: 
Away che Kitren with them fled, 

As Fees belonging to her Prey. 

For this Misfortune careleſs Jane, 
Aſſure your ſelf, was loudly rated: 
And Madam up again, 

With her own Hand the Mouſe-Trap baired. 
On little Things, as Sages write, 

Depends our human Joy, or Sorrow : 

If we don't catch a Mouſe to- night, 

Alas! no Eye-brows for tro-morraw. 


S- 23S 283882, 872 6 
PHTLILI CSS Ax. 


ow old ma Phyllis be, 
H Whoſe * thus all 122 engages? 
To anſwer is no eaſie Task; 
For ſhe has really two Ages. 
Stiff in Brocard, and 2 
| Her Patches, Paint, and Jewels enz 
All Day let ler Envy view her Face; 
And | Phyllis is bur * 


- — —_— 
— A <a. 7 as 2 * 
— 
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ieee eee e 


A = AFFLICTION. 


N his Death-Bed poor Lubin hes: 
His Spouſe is in Deſpair : 


With frequent Sobs, and mutual Cries, 


They both expreſs their Care. 


A diffrent Cauſe, ſays Parſon Sly, 


The ſame Effe& may give: 
Poor Lubin fears, that he ſhall die; 
His Wife, chat he may Live. 


S e ee ea ee ce eee 


Another Reaſonable AFFLICTION. 
| F her own Native France as old Aliſon paſt, 


— Engliſh Nell with Neglect or with 


Thar the Slamern had left, in the Hurry and Hat, 
Her Lady's Complexion, and Eye-brows at Calais. 


ANOTHER. 


ER Eyc-brow Box one Morning loſt, 
KBs of Folks are oft neſt croſt) 


Sad Helen thus to Jenny ſaid, 


Her careleſs bur afflited Maid; 


Pur me to Bed then, wretched Jane: 5 
Alas! when ſhall I riſe again? 


I can behold no Mortal now: 
For what's an Eye without a Brow ? 
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CIIIIEICICISICISICI EAN COACH 
On the ſame SuBJEcr. 

Na dark Corner of the Houſe, 

I Poor Helen fits, and ſobs and cries: 


She will nor ſee her loving Spouſe 
Nor her more dear — 


On the ſame. 


Elen was juſt ſlipt into bed: 
H Her Eye-brows on the Toilet lay: 
Away the Kitren with them fled, 
As Fees belonging to her Prey. 
For thus Misfortune careleſs Jane, 
3 ſelf, was loudly rated: 
Madam getting u , | 
With her own Hand She Meuſe Trap baited. 
On little Things, as Sages write, 
Depends our human Joy, or Sorrow: 
If we don't catch a Mouſe to- night, 
Alas! no Eye-brows for to-morraw. 


S eee Wo SLUR [Bo 
 PAHTLLISs At. 
OW old may Phyllis be, you ab, 
, Whol: Beaury thas — 
N Ss 
For ſhe has really rwo 
Stiff in Brocard, and pinch d in Stays, 
. Her Patches, Paint, and Jewels on; 
All Day ler Envy view her Face; 
And Phyllis is but twenty · one. 
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Paint, Patches, Jewels laid aſide, 

At night Aſtronomers agree, 
The Keen has the Day bely d; 

And Phyllis is ſome forty-three. 
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Forma Bonum Fragile. 
W HAT a „ ſays Baron Le Cras, 
And ſcarcely 


—— Miſtreſs had one Eye of Glaſs: 
he ſpoke it; 

When ſhe more confug'd, as more angry ſhe grew, 
By a negligent Rage prov'd the Maxim too true: 

| She dropt the Eye, and broke it. 


FOCDCEEOCDEBE' ID HECOCSEY 


A Critical Momexr. 
H OW capricious were Nature and Art to poor Nell? 


She — os the time her Noſe 


55 Sf 12 


, 
e 

Written to the Duke de NO AILL ES. 

STAIN the Concern which you expreſs, 

V Thar uncall'd Allard will >offcf 


Four Houſe and Coach, both Day and Night; 
And that Mackberh was haunted leſs | 


By Banquo's reſtleſs Spright. 
I Pee ons & Fave, 
com you cannot 
Ah ill, —— ſo ſoon retrieve? 

Good Allard, faith, is modefter 


3 
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Lend him bur fifty Louis d'or; | 
And you ſhall never ſee him more: 
Take the Advice; Probatum eſt... 
Why do the Gods indulge our Store, 
Bur to ſecure our reſt ? 


Secseeesee, es 228882882 


EPILOGUE 
. 
„ TIPS 
Spoken by Mrs. H ORTO N. 


1 Female Author who recites to Day, 
Truſts to her Sex the Merit of her Play. 
Like Father Bayes ſecurely ſhe firs down: 
Pitt, Box and Gallery, Gad! all's our own. 
In ancient Greece, ſhe ſays, when Sappho writ, 
By their Applauſe the Critics ſhow'd their Wit. 
They run'd their Voices to her Lyric _— 
Tho? they cou'd all do ſomething more, than Sing. 
But one Exception to this Fact we find; — 
That booby Phaon only was unkind, 
An ill-bred Boat-man, rough as waves and Wind. 
From Sappho down thro” all ſucceeding Ages, 
And now on French, or on Italian Stages, 
Rough Satyrs, ſly Remarks, ill natur d Speeches 
Are always aim'd at Poets, that wear Breeches. 
Arm'd with Longinus, or with Rapin, no Man 
Drew a ſharp Pen upon a naked Woman. 
The bluſt' ring Bully in our Neighb'ring Streets, 


Scorns to attack the Female that he meets: 


Fearleſs the Petticoat contemns his Frowns: 
The Hoop ſecures, whatever it ſurrounds. 

The many - colour d Gentry there above, 
By Turns are rul'd by Tumult, and by Love: 


And 
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And while their Sweer-hearts their Attention fix, 
Suſpend the Din of their damn'd clatt ring Sticks. 
Now Sits ————— | 
To you our Author makes her ſoft Requeſt, 
Who ſpeak the kindeſt, and who write the beſt. 
Your Sympathetic Hearts ſhe hopes to move, 
From tender. Friendſhip, and 3 Love. 
If Petrarch's Muſe did Lauras Wit r ſe, 
— — flatter d dear e A "IO 
She om you Pox take her Hopes and Fears; 
I plead her Sexes Claim: What matters hers? 
By our full Pow'r of Beauty we think fit, 
To damn this Salique Law impos'd on Wit: 

We'll try the Empire you ſo long have boaſted ; 
And if we are not prais d, we'll not be toaſted. 
Approve what one of us preſents ro Night; 
Or ev'ry mortal Woman here ſhall write: 
Rural, Patheric, Narrative; Sublime, 8 


We'll write to you, and make you write in Rhime: 
Female Remarks ſhall take up all your Time. 


Your Time, poor Souls! we'll take your very Money 3 


Female third Days ſhall come ſo thick upon ye. 
As long as we have Eyes, or Hands, or Breath, 
We'll look, or write, or talk you all to Death. 
kw? yield for berter and for worſe: 
Then the She- Pcgaſus ſhall gain the Courſe; 

And the grey Mare will prove the better Horſe. 


rig » 


OW> - 
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ESESEGEWESSESGISEHSESES 


The THIEF 


AND THE 
CURDELIEEK 


To the Tune of King FO EN, and the Abbot of 
CANTERBURY. 


We? has &er been at Paris, muſt needs know 
| the Greve, a 
The fatal Retreat of the unfortunate Brave; 

Where Honour and Juſtice moſt odly contribute, 

To eaſe Hero's Pains by a Halter and Gibbet. 

Derry down, down, hey derry down. 


There Death breaks the Shackles, which Force had 


ur on; 


And Hangman complears, what the Judge but 


| ie: of the Pad, and the Knight of the Poſt, 
Find their Pains no more balk'd, and their Hopes no 
more croſt. 5 1285 


Derry down, &c. 


Great Claims are there made, and great Secrets are 
known; 


But my Hearers cry out; What a duce doſt thou ayl ? 
Cur off thy Reflections; and give us thy Tale. 


8 in civil Reſpeck to harſh Laws, 


And for want of falſe Witneſs to back a bad Cauſe, , 


And the King, and the Law, and the Thief has his own: 
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A Norman, tho' oblig'd : 
And who to rer 

Derry down, &c. | 


The *Squire, whoſe good Grace was to open the 


Scene, 
Seem' d not in great haſte, that the ſhow ſhou'd begin: 
Now fitted the Halter, now travers'd the Cart; 
And often took leave; but was loth to depart. 
Derry down, &c. 


Whar frightens you thus, my good Son? fays the 
Prieſt: 
You murther'd, are ſorry, and have been confeſt. 
O Father! my Sorrow will ſcarce ſave my Bacon: 


For twas not that I murder'd, but that I was taken. 


Derry down, &c. 


' Pough! pr'ythee ne'er trouble thy Head with ſuch | 


Fancies : | 5 
Rely on the Aid you ſhall have from Saint Francis: 
If the Money you promis d be brought to the Cheſt; 
You have only to . let the Church do the reſt. 
Derry down, &c. : 


And what will Folks ſay, if they ſee you afraid > 
It reflects upon me; as I * not my Trade: 
Courage, Friend; to day is your Period of Sorrow; 
And Things will go better, — me, to-morrow. 
Derry down, &c. | | 


To-morrow ? our Hero reply'd in a Fright: 
He that's hang d before Noon, ought to think of to-night. 


Tellyour Beads, quoth the Prieſt, and be fairly truſs d up: 


For you ſurely to- night ſhall in Paradiſe ſup. 
Derry down, &c. 


Alas! quoth the Squire, howe'er ſumptuous the Treat, 
Parblew, I (hall havy little Stomach to Eat: 


td od ans 


I ſhould | 


Iw/ 
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I ſhould therefore eſteem ir great Favour, and Grace; 
Wou'd you be ſo kind, as to go in my Place. 
Derry down, &c. 


| Thar I wou'd, quoth the Facher, and thank youro | 


| rt; 
Bur our Actions, you know, with our Duty muſt ſuit. 
The Feaſt, I propos'd to you, I cannot taſte: | 
For this Night, by our Order, is mark'd for a Faſt. 
Derry down, &c. | | 


Then turning about to the E „ he ſaid; 
Diſpatch me, I pr'ythee, this troubleſome Blade: 
For thy Cord, and my Cord both equally tie; | 
And we live by the Gold, for which other Men dye. 


yd Sud Od ad bd And nd ond Ad ad ad ad od ts nt Ad at po, XO/_0 
FFF 
A EFI7 4780, 
Stet quicunque volet potens 
Aula culmine lubrico, &c. Seneca · 
NTERR'd beneath this Marble Stone, 


I Lies ſaunt'ring Jack, and idle Joan. 
While rolling threeſcore Years and One 

Did round this Globe their Courſes run; 
If Human Things went ill or well; 

©: changing Empires roſe or fell; 

The ogy » the Evening came, 


— — 
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Their Moral and Oeconomy | ; 
Moſt perfectly they made agree: 
Each Virtue kept its proper Bound; 
Nor treſpaſs d on the other's Ground. 
Nor Fame, nor Cenſure they regarded: 
They neither puniſh'd, nor rewarded. 
He car'd not what the Foor-men did: 
Her Maids ſhe neither prais' d, nor chid: 
So ev'ry Servant took his Courſe; 
And bad at firſt, they all grew worſe. 
Slothful Diſorder fill'd his Stable; 
And ſluttiſn plenty degk d her Table. 
Their Beer was ſtrong; their Wine was Port; 
Their Meal was large; their Grace was ſhort. 
They gave the Poor the Remnant- meat, 
Juſt when it grew not fit to eat. | 
They pay'd the Church and Pariſh-Rate; 
And took, but read not the Receipt: 
For which they claim'd their Sunday's Due, 
Of ſlumb'ring in an upper Pew. 
No Man's Defects ſought they to know; 
So never made themſelves a Foe. 
No Man's good Deeds did they commend; 
So never rais'd themſelves a Friend. 
Nor cheriſh'd they Relations poor : 
Thar might decreaſe their preſent Store. 
Nor Barn nor Houſe did repair: 
That might oblige their future Heir. 
They neither added, nor confounded: 
They neither wanted, nor abounded. 
Each Chriflmas 2 did clear; 
= 8 — round the Year. 
Nor Tear, nor Smile did implo 
At News of Publick Gt 7 Joy. r 
When Bells were rung, and 3 made; 
If ask'd, they ne'er deny'd their Aid: 
Their Jugg was to the 4 carry d; 
Who ever either dy'd or marry'd. 
Their Billet at the was found; 
Who ever was depos d, or crown'd. 


— 3 — — 2 ——ů — — —E[ r 1 


8 22889 1 


Nor 


—— —— — 
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Nor Good, nor Bad, nor Fools, nor Wiſe; 
They wou'd nor learn, nor cou'd adviſe: 
Without Love, Hatred, Joy, or Fear, 

They led a kind of as it were: 
Nor wiſh'd, nor car'd, nor laugh'd, nor cry'd: 
And ſo they liv'd; and ſo they dy'd. 


NAS TASTES FINS A nd od nd Ad rd , 
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HORACE Lib. I. Fpiſt. IX. 


Septimius, Claudi, nimirum intelligit unus, 
. Quanti me facias * &c. . 


IMITATED. 


1 


To the Rio HT HonoukaABLE 


Mr. HARLEY. 


FEAR Dick, howe'er it comes into his Head, ; 
D Believes, as firmly as he does his Creed, 

Thar you and I, Sir, are extremely great; 
Tho' I plain Mat, you Miniſter of State. 


One Word from me, wichout all doubt, he ſays, | 


Wou'd fix his Fortune in ſome little Place. 
Thus better than my ſelf, it ſeems, he knows, | 
How far my Intereſt with my Patron | hy 

And all Objections I can X 

Still p ceper in his dear Miſtake. | 
Prom this wild Fancy, Sir, there wy proceed 
One wilder yet, which I foreſee, and 5 
Thar I, in fact, a real Intereſt have, 

Which to 1 Advantage I wou'd fave, 


And, with the uſual Courrier's Trick intend} | 

To ſerve my ſelf, forgerful of my Friend. — 

To ſhun this Cenſure, I all ſhame lay by; | 
And make my Reaſon with his Will comply); | 


Hop- 
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Hoping, for my Excuſe, twill be confeſt, 
Thar of two Evils I have choſe the leaſt. 

So, Sir, with this Epiſtolary Scroll, 

Receive the Partner of my inmoſt Soul : 

Him you will find in Letters, and in Laws 
Not unexpert, firm to his Country's Cauſe, 
Warm in the glorious Intereſt you purſue, 
And, in one Word, a good Man and a true. 


2290290200'9'0'S0000999 
To Mr. HARLEY. 


Wounded by 
GUISCARD, 1711. 
=. 
Ducit opes animumque fer. — . 


I. 
a ſuperior to an 
The full 1 of Nature's 4 we find: 
How Heav'nly Virtue can exalt; or Rage 


Infernal, how degrade the human Mind. 


While the fierce Monk does at his Tryal ſtand; 
He chews Revenge, abjuring his Offence: 
Guile in his Tongue, and Murther in his Hand, 
mann . 


The Stroke and Tarn of the Steel 

x'd, our dauntleſs Briton ſcarce perceives: 
The Wounds his Country from his Death muſt feel, 
The Patriot views; 3 alone he grieves. 


The barb rous oo 
* gen e xr 


Or. 


- O UR weekly Friends to- morrow meet 


— 


— 
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And the ſharp Point of cruel Guiſcard's Knife, 
In Braſs and Marble * thy deathleſs Name. 


Faithful Aſſertor of thy Country s Cauſe, 
Britain with Tears ſhall bathe thy glorious Wound: 


She for ay fan fery ſhall enlarge her Laws; 


And in her Statutes ſhall thy Worth be found. 


VI. 


Vet midſt her Sighs ſhe triumphs, on the Hand 


Reflecting, that diftus'd the Publick Woe 
A Stranger to her Altars, and her Land: 
No Son of her's could meditate this Bow. 
„ 
Mean time thy Pain is gracious Anna's Care: 
Our Queen, our Saint, with ſacrificing Breath 


Softens thy Anguiſh: In _—_— rful Pray'r 


forbids thy Death. 
VIII. 
Great as thou art, thou can'ſt demand no more, 


She picacs y Service, 


O Breaſt bewail'd by Earth, preſery'd by Heay'n! 
No higher can aſpirin 8 Virtue ſoar: 
of 


Enough ro thee rief, and Fame is giv'n n. 


$290009990/0/0200099200 
 AnExTemeore INVITATION 


to the EAR L of OXFORD, Lord 
High Treaſurer. 1712. 


My LORD, 


Ar Matthew's Palace, in Duke-Street ; 
o try for once, if they can dine 
On Bacon-Ham, and Mutton-Chine: 
If weary'd with the great Affairs, 
Which Britain truſts to Harley's Cares, 
Thou, humble Stateſman, may ſt deſcend, 
Thy Mind one Moment to mw 
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1 To ſee thy Servant from his Soul 

Crown with thy Health the ſprighely Bowl: 
Among the Gueſts, which &er my Houſe 
Receiy'd, it never can produce 
Of Honour a more 8 Proof 
Tho? Dorſet us d to bleſs the Roof. 


—_— 


ELI ROBERT's MICE. 
In C HA vc E R's STIL E. 


| 

; | | 
rA Mice, full blythe and amicable, 
| Batten beſide Erle Robert's Table. 
= 


Lies there ne Trap their Necks to catch, 
Ne old black Car their Steps ro watch. 
Their Fill they eat of Fowl and Fiſh; 

| Feaſt-lyche as Heart of Moufe mote with. 
As Gueſts fat jovial at the Board, 

Forth leap'd our Mice: Eftſoons the Lord 

| Of Boling, whilome John the Saint, 

i Who maketh oft Propos full queint, 
Laugh'd jocund, and aloud he cry'd, 

To Matthew ſcared on roth” fide; 

To thee, lean Bard, it doth pertain 

To underſtand theſe Creatures tweine. 
Come frame us now ſome clean Device, 

Or playſant Rhime on yonder Mice: 

They ſeem, God ſhield me, Mat. and Charles. I 

Bad as Sir Topaz, or Squire Quarles P 

i; (Matthew did for the nonce reply) = I 

i Ar Emblem, or Device am I: L 

L 


— — 


189 But could I chaunt, or rhime, pardie, 

1 Clear as Dan Chaucer, or as thee; 

N Ne Verſe from me (fo God me ſhrive) 

| On Mouſe, or other Beaſt alive. I 
| FO Certes, 
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Certes, I have theſe many Days 
Sent myne Poetic Herd to grazc. 
Ne armed Knight ydrad in War 
With Lyon fierce will I compare: 
Ne Judge unjuſt with furred Fox, 
Harming in Secret Guiſe the Flocks, 
Ne Prieſt unworth of Goddeſs Coar, 
To Swine ydrunk, or filthy Stoat. 
Elk Simile farwell for aye, 
From Elephant, I trow, to Flea. 

wp the friendlike Peer, I weene, 
Matthew is angred on the Spleen. 
Ne fo, quoth Mat. ne {hall be c'er, 
Wich Wit chat falleth all ſo fair: 
Eſtſoons, well weet ye, mine Intent 
Boweth to your Commaundement. 
If by theſe Creatures ye have ſeen, 
Pourtrayed Charles and Matthew been ; 
— neet to wreck my Brain, 
The reſt in Order to expliin. 

That Cup- board, where the Mice diſport, 
1 liken to St. Stephen's Court: Exchequer. 
Therein is Space enough, I trow, 1 
| . For elke Comrade to come and goe: 

And therein eke may both be fe 
With Shiver of the Wheaten Bread. 
And when, as thefe mine Eyen ſurvey, 

They ceaſe to skip, and ſqueak, and play; 
Return they may to different Cells, | 
Auditing one, whilſt rother tells. 

Dear Robert, quoth the Saint, whoſe Mind 
In bounteous D:ed no Mean can bind; 
Now as I hope to grow devour, 
I deem this Matter well made out. 
Laugh I, whilſt thus I ſerious pray? : 


Let that be wrought which Mat. doth ſay : 
Yea, quoth the Erle; but not to Day. 


6 „ In 
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rr a EW 
In the ſame STYLE. 


ULL oft doth Mat. with Topaz dine, 
F Eateth bak d Meats, drinketh Greek Wine: 
But Topaz his own Werke rehearſeth; | 
And Mat. mote praiſe what Topaz verſeth. 


Now ſure as Prieſt did cer ſhrive Sinner; 


Full * earneth Mat. his Dinner. 
I i op! SSS 
In the ſame STL. 
AIR Suſan did her wit hede well mainteine, 


Algates aſſaulted fore by Lerchours tweine: 
Now, and I read aright that Auncient Song, 


Olde were the Paramours, the Dame full yong. 


Had thilke ſame Tale in other Guiſe been tolde; 


Had they been yong (pardie) and ſhe been Olde; 


That, by St. Kit, had wrought much ſorer Tryalz 
Full marveillous, I wote, were ſwilk Denyal. 


ep re WL Ig! Bree 


AFLOWER. 


Painted by 


SIMON VARELST 


WER fam'd Varelſt this little Wonder drew; 


Flora vouchſaf d the growing Work to view 
the Painters Science at a Stand, 


Th Goddeſs march d che Pencil from "his Hand ; 


\ 


EUR” 
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Nor car'd to keen, nor dar d to fight: 
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And finiſhing the Piece, ſhe ſmiling ſaid; 
Behold one Work of mine, that ne'er ſhall fade, 
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CEERCIEICADATIGCICAZICHZRCRZHTIGH 
To the Lady 


ELIZABETH HARLEY, 
Ro oa wn 
CARMARTHEN, 

On a Column of Her Drawing. 

W Thee Por 6 


They ſhall confeſs, that Britain could not raiſe 
A fairer Column to the Father's Praiſe. 


Protogenes and 4 Apelles 


HE N Poets wrote, and Painters drew, 
As Nature pointed out the View: 


E're Gothick Forms were known in Greece, 


To ſpoil the well proportiomd Piece: 

And in our Verſe ere Monkiſh Rhimes 
Had jangl'd their fantaſtick Chimes : 

E're on the flow'ry Lands of Rhodes 

Thoſe had fix'd their dull Abodes, 
Who knew not much to paint or write, 
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Protogenes, Hiſtorians note, 
Liv'd there, a Burgeſs Scor and Lot; 
And, as old Pliny's Writings ſhow, 
Apelles did the ſame at CO. 
Agreed theſe Points of Time, and Place, 
Procecd we in the preſent Caſe. 
Picqu'd by Protogenes's Fame, 
From Co ro Rhodes, Apelles came; 
To ſee a Rival and a Friend, N 
Prepar'd to cenſure, or commend, 
Here to abſolve, and there object, 
As Art with Candor might direct. 
He fails, he lands, he comes, he rings: 
His Servants follow with the Things : 
Appears the Governante of th' Houſe : 
(For fuch in Greece were much in uſe.) 
If young or handſom, yea or no, 
Concerns not me, or chee to know. 
Does Squire Protogenes live here? 
Yes, Sir, ſays ſhe with gracious Air, 
And Curt'ſy low; bur juſt call'd out 
By Lords peculiarly devout; 
W ha came on purpoſe, Sir, to borrow 
Our Venus, for the Feaſt to-morrow, 
To grace the Church: Tis Venus Day: 
I hope, Sir, you intend ro ſtay  _ 
Jo lee our Venus: Tis the Piece | 
2 _ renown'd throughour all Greece, 
So like th' Original, they ſay: 
But I have no great Skill — way: 
Bur, Sir, at Six (tis now paſt Three) 
ſter's Tea: 


Tea, ſays a Critic big with Laughter, 
Was found ſome twenty Ages afrer: 
Authors, before they write, ſhou'd read: 
"Tis very true; but we'll proceed. 
And, Sir, at preſent wou'd you pleaſe 
To leave your Name Fair Maiden, yes: 


* 1 * 
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Reach me that Board. No ſooner ſpoke 

Bur done, with one judicious Stroke, 

On the plain Ground Apelles drew 

A Circle regularly true: _— 

And will you pleaſe, Sweet- heart, ſaid he, 

To ſhew your Maſter this from me? 

By it he preſently will know, 8 

How Painters write their Names at Co. 
He gave the Pannel to the Maid. 

Smiling and curt ing, Sir, ſhe ſaid, 

+ I ſhall not fail to tell my Maſter: 

And, Sir, for fear of all Diſaſter, 

[Il keep it my own ſelf: Safe bind, 

Says the old Proverb, and fafe find. 

So, Sir, as ſure as Key or Lock 

Your Servant Sir at Six a Clock. 
Again at Six Apelles came; 

Found the ſame prating civil Dame. 


Sir, that my Maſter has been here, 


Will by the Board it ſelf appear. 
If from the perfect Line he found, 
He has preſum'd to ſwell the Round, 
Or Colours on che Draught to lay; 
Tis thus (he order'd me to ſay) 
Thus write the Painters of this Iſle : 
Let thoſe of Co remark the Style. 
She ſaid; and to his Hand reſtor'd 
The Rival Pledge, the Miſſive Board, 
Upon the happy Line were laid 
Such obvious Light, and eaſie Shade; 
Thar Paris' Apple ſtood confeſt, 

Or Teda's Egg, or Cloe's Breaſt. 
Apelles view'd the finiſh'd Piece; 
And live, ſaid he, the Arts of Greece 

Howe er Protogenes and I 


May in our Rival Talents ve c 


Howe er our Works may have expreſs d, 
Who trueſt drew, or colour d belt; 
When he beheld my flowing Line ; 
He found at leaſt I cou'd defign: 
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And from his artful Round, I grant, 
That he with perfett Skill can paint, 
The dulleſt Genius cannot fail 

To find the Moral of my Tale: 

Thar the diſtinguiſh'd Parr of Men, 
With Compaſs, Pencil, Sword, or pen, 
Shou'd in Life's Viſit leave their Name, 
In Characters, which may proclaim 
That they with Ardor ftrove to raiſe 
Ar once x. en Arts, and Country's Praite: 
And in their Working took great Care, 


OO! 


Thar all was full, and round, _ | x 
S D2 aps! S V 
Se 

DEMOCRITUS 7 
AND = 
Des A 8 
And with our Follies glut thy heighten'd Marth: | N 

Sad Heraclitus, ſerious Wretch, return, ; 


In louder Grief our greater Crimes to mourn. 
Between you both I unconcern'd ſtand by: 
Hurt, can I laugh? and honeſt, _ 


For my own To 2620 NE. 


ro me twas given to die: To thee tis giva 7 
IT Toe: Alas! one Moment ſets us ev n. £ 
R] how * of Heayn? 

8 
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5588 Se e885 
Gualterus Daniſtonus ad A micos. 


IJ UM Studeo fungi fallentis munere vitæ, 
D Adfectoque viam ſedibus Elyſiis, | 
Arttoa florens Sophia, Samiiſque ſuperbus 
Diſcipulis, Animas morte carere cano. 
Has ego corporibus profugas ad ſidera mitto; 
; Sideraque ingreſſis ona blanda dico; 
Qualia conveniunt Divis, queis fata volebant 
Vitai faciles mollitèr ire vias: 
Vinaque Cœlicolis media inter gaudia libo: 
Et me quid majus ſuſpicor eſſe viro. 
Sed fuerint nulli forſan, quos ſpondeo, cali; 
Nullaque finr Ditis Numina, nulla Jovis: 
Fabula ſit terris agitur quæ vita relictis; 
Quique ſuperſtes, Homo; qui nihil, eſto Deus. 
Attamen eſſe hilares, et inanes mittere curas 
Proderit, — vitæ commoditate frui, 
Et feſtos agitaſſe dies, ævique fugacis, 
Len ka. perpetuis detinuiſſe — 
His me parentem præceptis occupet Orcus, 
Et Mors; ſeu Divum, ſeu nihil eſle velit: 
Nam Sophia Ars illa eſt, quæ fallere ſuavitèr ho 
Admonet, atque Orci non timuiſſe minas. 


n — 
e — 
n * 


GLEN OUS the buſie Moments to deceive, 
That fleet between the Cradle and the Grave, 
I credit what the Grecian Dictates ſay, 
And Samian Sounds o'er Scotia's Hills 
| When mortal Man reſigns his tranſient Breath; 
The Body only I give o'er to Death. 


convey. 


The 
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The Parts diffoly'd, and broken Frame I mourn: 
What came from Earth, I ſee to Earth return. 
The Immarerial Part, th' Zrherial Soul, 3 
Nor can Change vanquiſh, nor can Death controul. 
Glad I releaſe it from it's Partner's Cares; 
And bid good Angels waft it to the Stars. 

Then in the flowing Bowl I drown thoſe Sighs, 
Which, ſpight of Wiſdom, from our Weakneſs riſe. 
The Diaugkt to the Dead's Mem' ry I commend, 
And offer to the now immortal Friend. 
But if oppos'd to what my hrs approve, 

Nor Pluto's there be, nor Pow'r of Jove; 

On it's dark Side if thou the Proſpect take; 
Grant all forgot beyond black Lethe's Lake: 

In total ſuppoſe the Mortal lye, 

No new Hereafter, nor a future Sky: 

Yer bear thy Lot content; yer ceaſe to grieve: 
Why, e're Death comes, doſt thou forbear to live? 
The little Time thou haſt, twixt Inſtant Now 
And Fate's Approach, is all the Gods allow: 

And of this little haſt thou ought to ſpare 

To fad Reflection, and corroding Care? 

The Moments paſt, if thou art wiſe, retrieve 
With pleaſant Mem'ry of the Bliſs they gave. 
The preſent Hours in preſent Mirth employ ; 
And bribe the future with the Hopes of Joy 


Were deſtin d e'rſtʒ nor can by Fare's Decree 
Be now cut off, berwixt the Grave and thee. 


The furure (few or more, howe'er they be : 


THE 


1 
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P 
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V 
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B 
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Se ESL SDEDED REED EDD D 
THE SECOND 


FF 


Callimachus. TO Apollo. 


AH! how the Laurel, great Apollo's Tree, 
And all the Cavern ſhakes! far off, far off, 
The Man that is unhallow'd : For the God, 3 
The God approaches. Hark! he knocks: the Gates 
Feel the Impulſe: And the ſever'd Bars 8 
Submiſſive clink againſt their brazen Portals. 
Why do the Delian Palms incline their Boughs, 
Self- mov'd: And hov'ring Swans, their Throars releas'd 
From native Silence, _ Sounds 1 | 
Begm, young Men, the H Let a Harps 
Break theit rious . the — 
In myſtic Numbers trod, explain the Muſic. 
But firſt by ardent Pray'r, and clear Luſtration 
Purge che contagious Spots of Human Weakneſs: 
Impure no Mortal can behold Apollo. 
So may ye flouriſh, favour'd by the God, 
In Youth with happy Nuprials, and in A 
With filver Hairs, and fair Deſcent of Children; 
So lay Foundations for aſpiring Cities, 
And bleſs your ſpreading Colonies Encreaſe. 
Z Pay facred Rey'rence to Apollo's Song; 
Leſt wrathful the far-ſhooting God emitt 
His fatal Arrows. Silent Nature ſtands; _ 
And Seas ſubſide, obedient to the Sound 
Of Jo, Jo Pean! nor dares Thetis = | 
Longer bewail her lord Achilles Death: 


For 
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For Phabus was his Foc. Nor muſt ſad Niobe 
In fruitleſs Sorrow perſevere, or weep 
Ev'n thro' the Phrygian Marble. Hapleſs Mother! 
Whoſe Fondneſs cou'd compare her mortal Off-ſpring 
To thoſe which fair Latona bore to Fove. 
Io ! again repeat ye, Io Pean! 
Agat 7 — tis hard to ſtrive. 

He reſiſts the Power of Ptolemy, ; 
Reſiſts the Pow'r of Heav'n: For Pow'r from Heav'n 

Derives; and Monarchs rule by Gods appointed. 
EKecite Apollo's Praiſe, till Night draws on, 
The Ditty ſtill unfiniſh'd ; and the Day 
Unequal to the Godhead's Artribures 
Various, and Matter copious of your Songs. 

Sublime at Fove's right Hand Apollo firs, 
And thence diſtributes Honour, gracious King, 
And Theme of Verſe perpetual. From his Robe 
Flows Light ineffable: His Harp, his Quiver, 
And Lictian Bow are Gold: With Golden Sandals 
His Feet are ſnod; how rich! how beautiful! 
Beneath his Steps the yellow Min' ral riſes; 
And Earth reveals her Treaſures. Youth and Beauty 
Eternal deck his Cheek: From his fair Head 
Perfumes diſtill their Sweets; and chearful Health, 
His dutious Handmaid, thro' the Air improv'd, 
With laviſh Hand diffuſes Scents Ambroſial. 


The Spear-man's Arm by thee, great God, directed, 


Sends forth a certain Wound. The Laurel'd Bard, 
Inſpir'd by thee, compoſes Verſe Immortal. 
Taught by thy Art Divine, the fage Phyſician 
Eludes the Urn; and chains, or exiles Death. 
Thee Nomian we adore; for that from Heav'n 
Deſcending, thou on fair Amphryſus Banks 
Did'ſt guard Admetus Herds. Sithence the Cow 
Produc'd an ampler Store of Milk; the She-Goar 
Not without Pain dragg'd her diſtended Udder ; 


And Ewes, that erſt brought forth but ſingle Lambs, 
Now drop'd their two-fold Burdens. Bleſt the Cattle, 


On which Apollo caſt his fav'ring Eye! | 
Bur, Phæbus, thou to Man beneficent, 


De- 


TAOQOODSt 28820 1 


1 


1 
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Delighr'ſt in building Cities. Bright Diana 
Kind Siſter to thy infant - deity : 
New-wean'd, and juſt arifing from the Cradle, 
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Brought hunted wild-Goars Heads, and branching Ant- 


Of Stags, the Fruit and Honour of her Toil. (lers 


Theſe with diſcerning Hand thou knew'ſt to range, 


(Young as thou waſt) and in the well-fram'd Models, 


With Emblemaric Skill, and myſtic Order, 


Thou ſhew'dſt, where Towers, or Battlements ſhould 


E 3 h 
Where Gates ſhould open; or where Walls ſhould 


compals : 
While from thy Childiſh Paſtime Man receiv'd 
The future Strength, and Ornament of Nations. 

Battus, our great Progenitor, now touch'd 
The Lybian Strand; when the fore-boding Crow 
Flew on the Right before the People, marking 
The Country deſtin'd the auſpicious Seat 
Of future Kings, and favour of the God, 
Whoſe Oath is ſure, and Promiſe ſtands eternal. 
Or Bædromian hear'ſt thou pleas'd, or Clarian, 


Phœbus, great King ? for diff'rent are thy Names, 


As thy kind Hand has founded many Cities, 

Or dealt benign thy various Gifts to Man. 
Carnean let me call thee; for my Country 

Calls thee Carnean: The fair Colony 

Thrice by thy gracious Guidance was tranſported, 
Fre ſertl'd in Cyrene; there W appointed 

Thy annual Feaſts, kind God, and bleſs thy Altars 
Smoaking with Hecatombs of ſlaughter'd Bulls; 


As Carnus, thy High-Prieſt, and fayour'd Friend, 


Had er'ſt ordain'd ; and with myſtcrious Rites, 


Our great Forefathers taught their Sons to worſhip. 


To Carnean Phabus! Io Pean! 
The yellow Crocus there, and fair Narciſſus 
Reſerve the Honours of their Winter- Store, 
To deck thy Temple; till returning Spring 
Diffuſes Nature's various Pride; = Flowers 
Innumerable, by the ſoft South - weſt 
Open'd, and gather'd by Religious Hands, 


Re- 


i 


6—— 
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Rebound their Sweets from th'odoriffrous Pavement. 


Perperual Fires ſhine hallow'd on thy Altars. 
When Annual the Carnean Feaſt is 
The warlike Lybians clad in Armour, lead 


The Dance, with clanging Swords and Shields they 


bear 
The dreadful Meaſure : In the Chorus join 
Their Women, brown but beautiful: Such Rites 
To thee well - pleaſing. Nor had yet thy Voraries, 
From Greece tranſplanted, rouch'd Cyrene s Banks, 
And Lands determin'd for their laſt Abodes; 
But wander'd thro* Azilis horrid Foreſt 
Diſpers'd : when from Myrtuſa's craggy Brow, 
Fond of the Maid, auſpicious ro the Ciry, 
Which muſt hereafter bear her favour'd Name, 
Thou gracious deign'ſt to ler the fair one view 
Her Typic People; thou with Pleaſure raughr'ſt her 
To draw the Boy, to ſlay the ſhaggy Lyon, 
And ſtop the ſpreading Ruin of the Plains. 
Happy the Nymph, who honour'd by thy Paſſion, 
Was aided by thy Pow'r! The monſt'rous Python 
3 tempt thy Wrath in vain: for dead he — 
To thy great Strength, and golden Arms un 
5 while thy unerring Hand elanc'd 85 ä 
Another, and another Dart; the People 
Joyful repeated, 1o! Io Pean ! 
Elance the Dart, Apollo: for the Safety, 


And Health of Man, gracious thy Mother bore thee. 


Envy thy lateſt Foe ſuggeſted thus: 
Like thee I am a Pow'r immortal; therefore 


To thee dare ſpeak. How can'ſt thou favour partial 


| Thoſe Poets who write little? Vaſt and great 

Is what I love: The far extended Ocean 
To a ſmall Riv'ler I prefer. Apollo 
Spurn' d 2 with his Foot; and thus the God: 
Demon, the head - long Current of Euphrates, 
Aſſyrian River, copious runs, but muddy; 
And carries forward with his ſtupid Force 
Polluting Dirt; his Torrent ſtill augmenting, 


His Wave ſtill more defil' d: Mean while the Nymphs 
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Meliſſan, ſacred and recluſe to Ceres, 
Studious to have their Off* rings well receiv'd, 
And fit for Heav'nly Uſe, from little Urns 

Pour Streams ſelect, and purity of Waters. 

To! Apollo, mighty * let Envy 

Ill- judging and Verboſe, from TLethes Lake 
Draw Tons unmeaſurable; while thy Favour 

Adminiſters to my ambitious Thirſt | 
The wholeſome Draught from Aganippes 2 


| Genuine, and with foft Murmurs gently 


Adown the Mountains, where thy Daughters haunt. 
CHALITY. 


 APARAPHRASE on the Thir- 
teenth CHAPTER of the Firſt Epis- 
TLE to the CORINTHIANS. 


ID ſweeter Sounds adorn my flowing Tongue, 
D Than ever Man pronounc'd, or Angel ſung : 
Had I all Knowledge, Human and Divine, 
That Thought can reach, or Science can define; 
And had I Power to give that Knowledge Birth, 

In all the Speeches of the babling Earth: 
Did Shadrach's Zeal my glowing Breaſt inſpire, 

To weary Tortures, and rejoice in Fire: 
Or had I Faith like that which Iſrael ſaw, 
When Moſes gave them Miracles, and Law : 
Yer, gracious Charity, indulgent Gueſt, 
Were not thy Pow's exerted in my Breaſt ; 
' Thoſe Speeches would fend up EA Pray' r: 
That Scorn of Life would be but wild Deſpair: 
A Tymbal's Sound were better than my Voice: 
My Faith were Form: my Eloquence were Noiſe. 
= os _ Chart 
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Charity, decent, modeſt, eaſy, kind, 
Softens the high, and rears the abject Mind; 


Knows with juſt Reigns, and gentle Hand to guide, 


Berwixt vile Shame, and arbitrary Pride. 
Not ſoon provok'd, ſhe eaſily forgives; 
And much the ſuffers, as ſhe much believes. 
Soft Peace ſhe brings where-ever ſhe arrives: 
She builds our Quiet, as ſhe forms our Lives; 
Lays the rough Paths of peeviſh Nature ey*n 
And opens in each Heart a little Heav'n. 
Each other Gift, which God on Man beſtows, 
It's proper Bounds, and due Reſtriction knows; 
To one fix't Purpoſe dedicates it's Pow'r; | 
And finiſhing it's Act, exiſts no more. 
Thus, in Obedience to what Heav'n decrees, 
Knowledge ſhall fail, and Prophecy ſhall ceaſe; 
Bur laſting Charity's more ample Sway, 
Nor bound by Time, nor ſubje& to Decay, 
In happy Triumph ſhall for ever live, 
And endleſs Good diffuſe, and endleſs Praiſe receive. 
As thro' the Artiſt's intervening Glaſs, 
Our Eye obſerves the diſtant Planets paſs ; 
A little we diſcover; but allow, 
That more remains unſeen, than Art can ſhow : 


So whilſt our Mind it's Knowledge would improve; 


(It's feeble Eye intent on Things above) 
High as we may, we lift our Reaſon up, 
By Faith directed, and confirm'd by Hope: 
Let are we able only ro ſurvey *7 
Dawnings of Beams, and Promiſes of Day. 
Heav'n's fuller effluence mocks our dazl'd Sight; 
Too great it's Swiftneſs, and too ſtrong it's Light. 
Bur ſoon the mediate Clouds ſhall be diſpell'd : 

The Sun ſhall ſoon be Face to Face beheld, 
In all his Robes, with all his Glory on, 
Seared ſublime on his meridian Throne. 
Then conſtant Faith, and holy Hope ſhall die, 
One loſt in certainty, and one in joy: 
Whilſt thou, more happy Pow'r, fair Charity, 
Triumphant Siſter, greateſt of the Three, 1 

| Thy 


re; 


The Spire of which, burnt down by Li ghming, was 


White yet we draw this vital Breath, 


And Faith, and Hope themſelves ſhall die; 


— — — — 
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Thy Office, and thy Nature till the ſame, - 
Laſting thy Lamp, and unconſum'd thy Flame, 
Shalt ſtill ſurvive 
Shalr ſtand before the Hoſt of Heav'n confeſt, 
For ever bleſſing, and for ever bleſt. 


S e ee e — 


Engraven on a COLUMN 
in the Cuz cu of 'Y 
HALSTE AD in ESSEX, 


rebuilt at the Expence of Mr. SA MUE L FISKE, 
1717. 1 


uu not this Spire by Meaſure giv'n 

To Buildings ny by common Hands: 
Thar Fabric riſes high as Heav'n, 

| Whoſe Baſss on Devotion ſtands. 


We can our Faith and Hope declare: 
Bur Charity beyond our Death, 
Will ever in our Works appear. 


Beſt be he calbd among good Men, 
——_ to his God this Column rais'd : 
o' Lightning ſtrike the Dome again; 
The Man, who built it, ſhall be prais d. 


Yer Spires and Towers in duſt ſhall lye, 
The weak Efforts of Human Pains: 


While Deathleſs Charity remains. 
8 ro |: - 
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WR 


ITTEN IN 


MONTAIGNE's re 


Given to the Dux E 
| FRANCE, 


ICTA FE, Om 
| D Of Cines, and 
And deign to let thy 
I Thro' Ages thus I 


of SHREWSBURY in 
after che Peace, 1713. 


N., O mighty Judge, what thou haſt ſeen 
of Courts, of Books, and Men; 
Servant hold the Pen. 


may preſume to live; 


And from the Tranſcript of thy Proſe receive, 
What my own ſhort-lv'd Verſe can never give. 


Ĩhus ſhall fair Britain with a gracious Smile 
Accept the Work; and rhe inſtructed Iſle, 
For more than Treaties made, ſhall bleſs my Toil. 


Nor longer hence 


the Gallic Style preferr'd, 


Wiſdom in Engliſh Idiom ſhall be heard; 
While Talbot tells the World, where Montaigne REY 


Se Se ee S e 
An EP IST L E, 
Deſiring che 
QUEEN*%Pieruns, 


Written at Þ 4 RIS, 1714. But left unkniſh'd, by 
the ſudden News of Her MaJeESTY's Death. 


HE Train of Equipage and Pomp of State, 


The ſhining Side 


_— and the burniſh'd Plate 


Let 


A 


late 
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Let other Miniſters, Great Anne, require; 
And partial fall thy Gift to their Deſire. 
To the fair Portrait of my Sov'reign Dame, 
To that alone, eternal be my Claim. 

My bright Defender, and my dread Delight, 
If ever I found Favour in thy Sight; | 
If all the Pains that for thy Britain's Sake 
My paſt has took, or future Life may take, 
Be grateful to my een; permit my Pray'r, 
And with this Gift reward my total Care. 

Will thy indulgent Hand, fair Saint, allow 


The Boon? and will thy Ear accept the Vow ? 


Thar in deſpight of Age, of impious Flame, 
And eating Time, thy Picture like thy Fame 


Entire may laſt; that as their Eyes ſurvey 


The ſemblant Shade, Men yer unborn may fay 
Thus great, thus gracious look'd Britannia's Queen; 


Her Brow thus ſmooth, her Look was thus ſerene; 
When to a low, but to a Loyal Hand 


The mighty Empreſs gave her high Command, 
That he to Hoſtile Camps, and Kings ſhou'd haſte, 
To ſpeak her Vengeance, as their Danger paſt; 


She checks her Conqueſt, for her Subjects Eaſe; 

And bids the World attend her Terms of Peace. 
Thee, gracious Anne, thee preſent I adore, 

Thee, Queen of Peace If Time and Fate have 

Pow'r | | 

Higher to raiſe the Glorics of thy Reign; 

In Words ſublimer, and a nobler Strain, 

May future Bards the mighty Theme rehearſe. 


_ To fay, ſhe wills deteſted Wars to ceaſe; £ 


| Here, Stator Jove, and Phæbus King of Verſe, 
The Vorive Tablet I ſuſpend *, *, 
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ATTHEW met Richard; When or 
where 

From Story is not mighty clear: 

Of many knotty Points they ſpoke; 


= And pro * con by turns they took. 
Rats Tale the Manuſcript have eat: 


Dire Hunger ! which we ſtill regrer: 
O! may ne'er again _—_ 
The Horrors of ſo al a Feat 

Yer leſs our Grief, if Lag remains, 
Dear Jacob, by thy Care and Pains 


| Shall 
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Shall be to future Times convey'd. 
It thus begins : | 
; * , * Here Matthew ſaid: 
Alma in Verſe; in Proſe, the Mind, 
By Ariſtotle's Pen defin'd, - 
Throughout the Body ſquat or tall, 
Is, bona fide, all in all. 
And yet, lap daſh, is all again 
In every Sinew, Nerve, and Vein. 
Runs here and there, like Hamlet's Ghoſt ; 
While every where ſhe rules the roaſt. 
This Syſtem, Richard, we are told, 
The Men of Oxford firmly hold. 
The Cambridge Wits, you know, deny 
With Ipſe dixit to comply. 
They ſay (for in good truth they ſpeak 
With ſmall Reſpect of that old Greek) 
That, putting all his Words together, 
*Tis three blew Beans in one blew Bladder. 
Alma, they ſtrenuouſly maintain, 
Sits Cock-horſe on her Throne, the Brain; 
And from that Seat of Thought diſpenſes 
Fer Sov'reign Pleaſure to the Senſes. 
Two Optic Nerves, they ſay, ſhe tyes, 
Like Spectacles, a- croſs the Eyes; 
By which the Spirits bring her Word, 
Whene'er the Balls are fix d, or ſtirr'd; 
How quick at Park and Play they ſtrike; 
The Duke they court; the Toaſt they like; 
And at St. James's turn their Grace 
From ſormer Friends, now out of Place. 
Wichout theſe Aids, to be more ſerious, 
Her Pow'r, they hold, had been precarious: 
The Eyes might have conſpir'd her Ruin; 
And ſhe not known, what they were doing. 
Fooliſh it had been, and unkind, | 
Thar they ſhou'd ſee, and ſhe be blind. 
Wiſe Nature likewiſe, they ſuppoſe, 
Has drawn two Conduits down our Noſe: 
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Cou'd Alma elſe with Judgment tell, 
When Cabbage ſtinks, or Roſes ſmell > — 
Or who wou'd ask for her Opinion | 

Between an Oyſter and an Onion? } 
For from moſt Bodies, Dick, you know, 
Some little Bits ask leave to flow; 45 
And, as thro' theſe Canals they roll, 
Bring up a Sample of the whole. 
Like Footmen running before Coaches, 
To tell the Inn, what Lord approaches. 
Buy Nerves about our Palate plac'd, 
She likewiſe judges of the Taſte. 
Elſe (diſmal Thought!) our Warlike Men 
Might drink thick Port for fine Champagne, 
And our ill- judging Wives and Daughters 
Miſtake Small- beer for Citron - Waters. 
Hence too, that ſhe might better hear 
She ſets a Drum at either Ear; - 
And loud, or gentle, harſh or ſweer, 
Are but tht Alarums which they beat. 
Laſt, to enjoy her Senſe of Feeling 
(A Thing ſhe much delights to deal in) 
A thouſand little Nerves ſhe ſends = 
Quite to our Toes, and Fingers Ends; ; 
And theſe in Gratitude again 
Return their Spirits to the Brain; 
In which their Figure being printed 
(As juſt before, I think, I hinted) 
Alma inform'd can try the Caſe, 
As ſhe had been upon the Place. 
Thus, while the Judge gives diff'rent Jourmes 
To Country Counſel, and Atrornies; | 
He on the Bench in quiet fits, 
Deciding, as they bring the Writs. 
| The Pope thus prays and ſleeps at Rome, 
And very ſeldom ſtirs from home: 
Yer ſending forth his Holy Spies, | 
And having heard what they adviſe, 
He rules the Church's bleſt Dominions ; 
And ſets Men's Faith by his Opinions. 
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The Scholars of the Stagyrite, 

Who for the old Opinion fight, 

Would make their modern Friends confeſs, 

The Diff rence but from more to leſs. 

The Mind, ſay they, while you ſuſtain 

To hold her Station in the Brain; 

You grant, ar leaſt, ſhe is extended : 

Ergo the whole Diſpute is ended. 

For, till ro-morrow ſhou'd you plead 

From Form and Structure of the Head; 

The Mind as viſibly is ſeen 

Extended thro” the whole Machine. 

Why ſhou'd all Honour then be ta'en 

From lower Parts to load the Brain; 


When other Limbs we plainly fee, 


Each in his way, as brisk as he? 

For Muſic, grant the Head receives it; 
It is the Ar: ſt's Hand that gives it. 

And tho' the Scull may wear the Laurel; 
The Soldier's Arm ſuſtains the Quarrel. 


Beſides, the Noſtrils, Ears and Eyes, 
Are not his Parts, but his Allies. 


Ev'n what you hear the Tongue proclaim, 
Comes ab Origine from them. 
What could the Head perform alone, 
If all their Friendly Aids were gone? 
A fooliſh Figure he muſt make 
Do nothing elſe, but ſleep and ake. 

Nor matters it, that you can ſhow, 


| How to the Head the Spirits go. 


Thoſe Spirits ſtarted from ſome Goal, 

Before = thro” the Veins cou'd roll. | 
Now we ſhould hold them much to blame, 
If they went back, before they came. 


If therefore, as we muſt ſuppoſe, 


They came from Fingers, and from Toes 3 
Or Toes, or Fingers, in this Caſe, 
Of Num-ſcull's Self ſhou'd rake the Place. 


Diſputing fair, you grant thus much, 


That all Senſation is but Touch. 


Er 
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Dip but your Toes into cold Water; 
Their Correſpondent Teeth will chatter : 
And ſtrike the bottom of your Feet; 
You ſer your Head into a Heat. 


The bully Bear, and happy Lover 


Confeſs, thar Feeling lies all over. 

Note here, Lucretius dares to teach 
(As all our Youth may learn from Creech) 
Thar Eyes. were made, but cou'd not view; 
Nor Hands embrace, nor Feet purſue: 
Bur heedleſs Nature did produce 
The Members firſt, and then the Uſe. 


What each muſt act, was yet unknown, 


"Till all is moy'd by Chance alone. 
A Man firſt builds a Country Seat; 


Then finds the Walls not good to eat. 


Yer Poer and N 
Was he, who durſt 


Another plants, and wond' ring ſees 
Nor Books, nor Medals on his Trees. 


uch Whims aver. 


Bleſt, for his Sake, be human Reaſon, 
That came at all, tho' late, in Seaſon. 


Bur no Man ſure e er left his Houſe 
And ſaddl'd Ball, with Thoughts fo wild, 


To bring a Midwife to his Spouſe, 


Before he knew ſhe was with Child. 
And no Man ever reapt his Corn, 

Or from the Oven drew his Bread, 
E'er Hinds and Bakers yet were born, 


That taught him both to ſow, and knead. 


Before they're ask'd, can Maids refuſe? 
Can — Pray, ſays Dick, hold in your Muſe. 


While you Pindaric Truths rehearſe ; 
She hobbles in Alternate Verſe. 
Verſe? Mat. reply'd : is that my Care? 

Go on, quoth Richard, ſoft and fair. 
This looks, friend Dick, as Nature had 
Bur exercis'd the Saleſman's Trade: | 
As if the hap'ly had fat down, _ 
And cut out Cloaths for all the Town 


Then 


7 
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Then ſent them out ro Monmouth-Streer, 

To try, what Perſons they wou'd fit. 

But ev ry free and licens'd Taylor 
Would in this Theſis find a Failure. 

Should Whims like theſe his Head perplex, 
How could he work for either Sex? 

His Cloaths, as Atomes might prevail, 
Might fit a Piſmire, or a Whale. 

No, no: He views with ſtudious Pleaſure 
Your Shape, before he takes your Meaſure. 
For real Kate he made the Boddice, 

And not for an Ideal Goddeſs. 

No Error near his Shop-board lurk' d: 
He knew the Folks for whom he work'd. 
Still to their Size he aim'd his Skill: 
Elſe, pr'ythee, who wou'd pay his Bill? 
Next, Dick, if Chance her ſelf ſhou'd vary; 

Obſerve, how Matters would miſcarry: 
Acroſs your Eyes, Friend, place your Shoes; 
Your Spectacles upon your Toes: 

Then you and Memmius ſhall agree, 
How nicely Men would walk, or ſee, 

But Wiſdom, peeviſh and croſs-grain'd, 

Muſt be oppos'd, to be ſuſtain d. 

And ſtill your knowledge will increaſe, 

As you make other People's leſs. 

In Arms and Science tis the ſame: 

Our Rival's Hurts create our Fame. 

At Faubert's if Diſputes ariſe 
Among the Champions for the Prize; 
To prove who gave the fairer Butt, 

John ſhows the Chalk on Robert's Coat. 
So, for the Honour of your Book, 

It tells, where other Folks miſtook : 
And, as their Notions you confound, 
Thoſe you invent per farther Ground. 

= Commentators on old Ari- 
Stotle (tis urg'd) in Judgment vary: 
ey to bs . — have brought 


The Image of his general Thought. 


_ Juſt 
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| Juſt as the Melancholic Eye 
And to the poor Apprentice Ear 


How many would admire our Toil ; 
And yet how few would comprehend us; 


Oh! may my Words be loſt in Senſe z 
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Sees Fleets and Armies in the Sky; 


The Bells ſound Whittington Lord May'r. 

The Conj' rer thus explains his Scheme, 

Thus Spirits walk, and Prophets dream: 

North-Britons thus have Second Sight; 

And Germans free from Gun - ſhot fight. 
Theodoret, and Origen, 

And fifty other learned Men 

Arteſt, thar if their Comments find 

The Traces of their Maſter's Mind; 

Alma can ne'er decay nor dye: 

This flatly t'other Se& deny, 

Simplicius, Theophraſt, Durand; 

Great Names, but hard in Verſe to ſtand. 

They wonder Men ſhould have miſtook 

The Tenets of their Maſter's Book; 

And hold, that Alma yields her Breath, 

O'ercome by Age, and ſeiz d by Death. 

Now which were Wiſe? and which were Fools? 

Poor Alma firs between two Stools : 

The more ſhe reads, rhe more perplext 

The Comment ruining the Text: 

Now fears, now hopes her dgubrful Fate: 

Bur, Richard, let her look to that | 

Whilſt we our own Affairs purſue. 
Theſe diff rent Syſtems, old or new, 

A Man with half an Eye may ſee, 

Were only form'd to di ; | 

Now to bring Things to fair Concluſion, 

And fave much Chriſtian Ink's Eftufion 

Let me propoſe an healing Scheme, 

And fail along the middle Stream : 

For, Dick, it we could reconcile 

Old Ariftotls with Gaſſendus ; 


Here, Richard, let my Scheme commence. 


While 
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While pleas'd Thalia deigns to write 
The Slips and Bounds of Alma's Flight. 

My * Syſtem ſhall ſuppoſe, 
That Alma enters at the Toes; 
Thar then ſhe mounts by juſt Degrees 
Up to the Ancles, Legs, and Knees: 
Next as the Sap of Lite does riſe, 
She lends her Vigor to the Thighs : 
And, all theſe under-Regions paſt, 
She neſtles ſomewhere near the Waſte: 
Gives Pain or Pleaſure, Grief or Laughter; 
As we ſhall ſhew ar large hereafter. 
Mature, if not improv'd, by Time 
Up to the Heart ſhe loves to climb: 
From thence, compell'd by Craft and Age, 
She makes the Head her lateſt Stage. 

From the Feet 8 to the Head; 

Pithy, and ſhort, ſays Dick: proceed. 

Dick, this is not an idle Notion: 

Obſerve the Progreſs of the Motion. 
Firſt I demonſtratively prove, 
That Feet were only made to move; 
And Legs deſire to come and go: 

For they have nothing elſe to do. 

Hence, long before the Child can crawl, 
He learns to kick, and wince, and ſprawl: 
To hinder which, your Midwife knows 
To bind thoſe Parts extremely cloſe ; 

Leſt Alma newly enter d in, 

And ſtunn'd at her own Chriſt'ning's Din, 
Fearful of future Grief and Pain, 
Should filently ſneak out again. 5 
Full piteous ſeems young Alma's Caſe : : 
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As in a luckleſs Gameſter's Place, 

She would nor play, yet muſt not paſs. 
Again as ſhe grows ſomething ſtronger, 

And Maſter's Feet are ſwath'd no longer, 

If in the Night too oft he kicks, 5 

Or ſhows his Loco- motive Tricks; 


Theſe 


ncſe 
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Theſe firſt Aſſaults far Kate repays him, 


When half aſleep ſhe overlays him. 


Now mark, dear Richard, from the Age 
Thar Children tread this Worldly Stage, 
Broom-ſtaft or Poaker they beſtride, 

And round the Parlour love to ride; 

Till choughtful Father's pious Care 

Provides his Brood, next Smithfield Fair, 
With Supplemental Hobby-Horſes : 

And happy be their Infant Courſes! 

Hence for ſome Years they ne'er ſtand ſtill : 
Their Legs, you ſee, direct their Will. 
From opening Morn till ſetting Sun, 

Around the Fields and Woods they run: 
They frisk, and dance, and leap, and play; 
Nor heed, what Friend or Snape can ſay. 


Io her next Stage as Alma flies, 


And likes, as I have faid, the Thighs : 
With Sympathetick Pow'r ſhe warms, 
Their good Allies and Friends, the Arms. 
While Betty dances on the Green; 

And Suſan 1s at Stool-ball ſeen: 


While John for Nine-pins does declare; 


And Roger loves to pitch the Bar ; 


Both Legs and Arms ſpontaneous move: 


Which was the Thing I meant to prove. 
Another Motion now ſhe makes: 

O need I name the Seat ſne takes? 

His I hought quite chang'd the Stripling finds; 


Ihe Sport and Race no more he minds: 


N ce, Tray and Pointer lye; 
And Covies unmoleſted fly. 

Sudden the jocund Plain be leaves; 

And for the Nymph in Secret grieves. 

In dying Accents he complains 

Of 2 Fires, and raging Pains. 

Ihe Nymph too, longs to be alone; 
Leaves all che Swains; and ſighs for one. 
The Nymph is warm'd with young Deſire; 
And feels, and dies to quench his Fire. 5 A 
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| They meer each evening in the Grove: 
Their Parley but augments their Love, 
So to the Prieſt their Caſe they tell : 
He ties the Knot; and all goes well. 
Bur, O my Muſe, juſt Diſtance keep: 
Thou art a Maid, and muſt not peep. 
In nine Months time the Boddice looſe, 
And Petticoats too ſhort, diſcloſe, 
That at this Age the active Mind 
About the Waſte lies moſt confin'd ; 
And that young Life, and quick'ning Senſe 
Spring from his Influence darted thence. 
So from the Middle of the World 
The Sun's prolifick Rays are hurl'd: 
*Tis from = Seat he darts thoſe Beams, 
Which quicken Earth with genial Flames. 
Dick, who thus long had paſſive far, 
Here ſtroak' d his Chin, and cock'd his Hat; 
Then ſlapp'd his Hand upon the Board; 
And thus the Youth put in his Word. 
Love's Advocates, ſweet Sir, would find him. 
A higher Place, than you aflign'd him. 
Love's Advacates, Dick, who are thoſe ? 
The Poers, you may well ſuppoſe. 
Im ſorry, Sir, you have diſcarded 
The Men, with whom till now you herded. 
Proſe-Men alone, for private Ends, 
I chought forſook their ancient Friends. 
In cor flillavit, crys Lucretius; 
If he may be allow'd to teach us. 
The ſelf. ſame u Ovid ſays 
(A 1 Judge in ſuch a Caſe, ) 
Horace his Phraſe is torret Jecur 
And happy was that curious Speaker. 
Here Virgil too has plac'd this Paſſion: 
What fignifies too long Quotation? 
In Ode and Epic plain the Caſe is, 
That Love holds one of theſe two Places. 
Dict, without Paſſion or Reflection. 
I'll trait demoliſh rhis Objectioon. 
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But only ſmells the Peel, and Flow'rs: - 
And he muſt be an idle Dreamer, 
| Who leaves the Pie, and gnaws the Streamer. 


Dechres, that Winds OO obey her; 
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Firſt Poers, all the World b 

Write _— man. Yong! — pleaſe. 

Marter and Figure roduce ; 

For Garniſh this, and Ws for uſe; 

And, in the Structure of their Feaſts, 

They ſeek to feed, and pleaſe their Gueſts : 

Bur one may balk this good Intent, 

And take things otherwiſe than meant. 

Thus, if you dine with my Lord May'r, 

Roaſt-Beef, and Ven'ſon is your Fare; 

Thence you proceed to Swan, and Buſtard, 

And perſevere in Tarr, and Cuftard : 

But Tulip-leaves, and Limon-peel | 

= only to adorn the 3 


ainted F ſuperb and neat, 
Prochim you —— to the Treat. 


The Man of Senſe his Meat devours; 


That Cupid goes with Bow and Arrows, 
And Venus keeps her Coach and Sparrows, 
Is all but Emblem, to acquaint one, 

The Son is ſharp, the Mother wanton. 
Such Images have ſometimes ſhown 

A Myſtic Senſe, but oft ner none. 

For who conceives, what Bards deviſe, 


Thar Heav'n is plac'd in Celia's Eyes? 
Or where's the Senſe, direct or moral, Y 
That Teeth are Pearl, or Lips are Coral? q 
Your Horace owns, he various writ, 1 


As wild, or ſober > _ 
And, where too dro ap ranted, 
The Sage Philoſopher recanted: : 
His grave Epiſtles may diſprove 
The wanton Odes he — to — 
Lucret ius keeps a mig r 
#1 Mother : 


Wich Cupid, and his fancy 


Calls her great Queen of Earch and Air; 


And, 
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And, while her Honour he rehearſes, 
Implores her to inſpire his Verſes. 
| Yer, free from this Poetic Madneſs ; 
Next Page, he ſays in ſober ſadneſs, 
Thar ſhe and all her fellow Gods 
Sit idling in their high Abodes, 
Regardleſs of this World below, 
Our Health or Hanging, Weal or Woe; 
Nor once diſturb their Heav'nly Spirits 
With Scatin's Cheats, or Ceſar's Merits. 
Nor e'er.can Latin Poets prove, 
Where lies the real Seat of Love. 
Jecur they burn, and Cor they pierce, 
As either beſt ſupplies their Verſe: 
And, if Folks ask the Reaſon for't, 
Say, one was long, and rother ſhort. 
Thus, I preſume, the Britiſp Muſe, 
May take the Freedom Strangers uſe. 
In Proſe our Property is greater: 
Why ſhould it then be leſs in Metre? 
Tf Cupid throws a ſingle Dart; 
We make him wound the Lover's Heart. 
Bur if he takes his Bow, and Quiver ; 
*Tis ſure, he muſt transfix the ne : 
For Rh:me with Reaſon may diſpenſe ; 
And Sound has Right to govern — 
But let your Friends in Verſe ſuppolc, 
Whar ne'er ſhall be allow'd in Proſe; 
Anatomiſts can make it clear, 
The Liver minds his own Affair: 
Kindly ſupplies our publick Uſes; 
And parts, and ſtrains the Vital Juices : 
Still lays fome uſeful Bile ahde, 
To tinge the Chyle's infipid Tide: 
Elfe we thould want both Gibe and Satyr; 
And all be burſt with pure Good. nature. 
Now Gall is bitter with a Witneſs ; | 
And Love is all Delight and Sweetneſs. 
My Logic then has loſt it's Aim, 
If Sweet and Bitter be the ſame: 
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And he, methinks, is no great Scholar, 
Who can miſtake Deſire for Choler. 
The like may of the Heart be ſaid: 
Courage and Terror there are bred. 
All thoſe, whoſe Hearts are looſe and os 
Start, if they hear but the Tattoo: 
And mighty Phyfical their Fear is: 
For, ſoon as Noiſe of Combar near is, 
I heir Heart, deſcending to their Breeches, 
Muſt give their Stomach cruel twitches. 
But Heroes who o'ercome or dye, 
Have their Hearts hung extremely high; 
The Strings of which, in Battle's Hear, 
2 their very Corſlets beat: 
| you | Time with their own Trumpet's Meaſure ; 
yield em moſt exceſſive Pleaſure. 
RE Now if tis chiefly in the Heart, 
That Courage doe i it ſelf exert; 
Iwill be prodigious hard to prove, 
Thar this is eke s Throne of Love. 
Would Nature make one Place the Scat 
Of fond Deſire, and fell Debate? 
Muſt People only take Delight in 
Thoſe Hours, whos they — ar'd with Fighting? 
And has no Man, but who has kill'd 
A Father, right to get a Child? 
Theſe Notions then I think bur idle: 
And Love ſhall ſtill poſſeſs the Middle. 
This Truth more plainly to diſcover, 
Suppoſe your Hero were a Lover. 
Tho? he before had Gall and Rage, 
Which Death, or Conqueſt muſt all wage; ; 
He grows diſpirired and low : 
He hates the Fight, and ſhuns the Foe. 
In ſcornful Sloth Achilles ſlept; 
And for his Wench, like Tall-Boy, wept: 
Nor would return to War and Slaughter; 
Till chey brought back the Parſon's Daughter. 
Antonius fled from Acfium's Coat, 


4-20 Auguſtus preſſing, Aſia * 
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His Sails by Cupid's Hand unfurPd, | 


To keep the Fair, he gave the World. 
Edward our Fourth rever'd and crown'd, 
Vig'rous in Youth, in Arms renown'd ; 
White England's Voice, and Warwick's Care 
Defign'd him Gallia's beauteous Heir; 


Chang'd Peace and Pow'r for Rage and Wars, 


Only ro dry one Widow's Tears. 

France's fourth Henry we may ſee, 
A Servant to the fair D' Eſtres; 
When quitting Coutras proſp'rous Field, 
And Fortune taught at length to yield, 
He from his Guards and Mid-night lent, 


Dilguis'd o'er Hills and Vallies went, 


To wanton with the ſprightly Dame ; 
And in his Pleaſure loſt his Fame. 

Bold is the Critic, who dares prove, 
Theſe Heroes were no Friends to Love; 
And bolder he, who dares aver, 

That they were Enemies to War. 


Yet, when their Thought ſhould, now or never, 


Have rais'd their Heart, or fir'd their Liver; 
Fond Alma to thoſe Parts was gone, 
Which Love more juſtly calls his own, 
Examples I could cite you more; 
Bur be contented with theſe four : 
For when one's Proofs are aptly choſen ; 
Four are as valid as four Dozen. | 
One came from Greece, and one from Rome ; 
The other two grew nearer home. 
For ſome in antient Books delight: 
Others prefer what Moderns write: 
Now I ſhould be extremely loth, 
Not to be thought expert in both. 


THE 
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SECOND CANTO. 


UT ſhall we take the Muſe abroad, 
B To drop her idly on the Road? 
And leave our Subject in the middle; 
As Butler did his Bear and Fiddle? 

Yer he conſummate Maſter, knew 
When to recede, and where purſue : 
His noble Negligences teach, 

What others Toils deſpair to reach. 
He, perfect Dancer, — the Rope: 


And ces your Fear and Hope: 


If after ſome diſtinguiſh'd Leap, 
He drops his Pole, I. ſcems to ſlip; 


Strai —＋ his active — 
eber Raf is 


He les Lge. 
With wonder you æpprove slight; 
And owe your Pleaſure to your Fright. 
But, like poor Andrew, I advance, 
Falfe Mimic of my Maſter's Dance: 
A-round the Cord a while I ſprawl; 
And thence, tho? low, i * earneſt fall. 
My Preface tells you, I digreſs d: 


He's half abſolv'd 4 — has fonfeſs d. 


I like, quoth Dick, your Simile: 
And in Rerurn, rake two from me. 
As Maſters in the Clare-obſcure, 
1 4 various Light your Eyes allure: 

— Yellow here they ſpread ? 
. in Blew, or — 4 in Red: 


| Yer from theſe Colours odly mix'd, 


Your Sight upon the whole is fix'd.. 
Or as, again, your courtly Dames, 
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By Arts improve the Stuffs they vary; 
And Things are beſt, as moſt contrary. 
The Gown with ſtiff Embroid'ry ſhining, 
Looks charming with a ſlighter Lining: | 
The Out-, if Indian Figures ſtain ; So | 
The In- ſide muſt be rich and plain. | 
So you, great Authors, have thought fir, 
Io make Digreſſion temper Wit: | 
When Arguments too fiercely glare; 
You calm 'em with a milder Air: 
To break their Points, your rurn their Force; 
And Furbelow the plain Diſcourſe. 
Richard, quoth Mat, theſe Words of thine, 
Speak ſomerhing fly, and ſomething fine: 
Bur I ſhall e en reſume my Theme; m | 
However thou may ' ſt praiſe, or blame. rel | 
As People marry now, and ſettle; 
Fierce Love abates his uſual Mertle : 125 
Worldly Deſires, and Houſehold Cares 
Diſturb the Godhead's ſoft Affairs: 
So now, as Health or Temper changes, ; 
In larger Compaſs Alma ranges, | ; 
T his Day below, the next above; 1 
As light, or ſokd Whimſies move. I 
So Merchant has his Houſe in Town, F 
I And Country-Seat near Banſied Down: one T 
i From one he dates his foreign Letters, v 
V 
1 
N 
B 


| Sends out his Goods, and duns his Debtors. 
| In rother, at his Hours of Leiſure, . 
[ He ſmokes his Pipe, and takes his Pleaſure, 
N And now your Matrimonial Cupid, 


Laſh'd on by Time, grows tir'd and ſtupid. _ 

For Story and Experience tell us, | vv 

[| Thar Man grows cold, and Woman jealous, Sh 
1 Both would their little Ends ſecure: 1 i 
1 He ſighs for Freedom, ſhe for Pow'r. | 185 W 
His Wiſhes tend abroad to roam; „ 

And her's, to domineer at home. 1 

Thus Paſſion flags by flow Degrees; - mM 


And ruffl'd more, delighted. leſs, Kod ng Fox 
e ; 5 S 


* * ad 
_—_ 
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The buſy Mind does ſeldom go 
To hoſe once charming Seats below : 

Bur, in the Breaſt incamp'd, prepares 
For well-bred Feints, and future Wars. 
Ihe Man ſuſpects his Lady's crying 
(When he laſt Autumn lay a-dying) 
Was but to gain him to appoint her 
” Codicil a larger Jointure, 
The Woman finds it all a Trick, | 
Thar he could ſwoon, when ſhe was fick; 
And knows, that in that Grief he reckon'd d 
On black-ey'd Suſan for his Second. 
Thus having ſtrove ſome tedious Years 
Wich feign'd Defires, and real Fears; 
And tir'd with Anſwers, and Replies, 
Of John affirms, and Martha lies; 
Leaving this endleſs Alrexcation, 
The Mind affects a higher Station. 
Pioltis, that gen'rous King of Thrace, 5 9 
I think, was in this very Caſe. | 
All Aſia now was by the Ears: | ql 
And Gods beat up for Voluntiers l 
To Greece and Troy; while Poltis far | ia 
In quier, governing his State. +? 
And whence, ſaid the pacific King, | 5 
Does all this Noiſe, and Diſcord ſpring? 4 
Why, Paris took Atride Wife —— 
With Eaſe I could compoſe the Strife: 
The injur'd Hero ſhould not loſe, 
Nor the young Lover want a Spouſe : 
Bur Helen chang'd her firſt Condition, 
Without her Husband's juſt Permiſſion. 
What from the Dame can Paris hope? 
She may as well from him elope. 
Again, how can her old Good-man 
With Honour take her back again? 
From hence I logically 1 
The Woman cannot live with either. 
Now I have two right honeſt Wives, 
For whoſe Poſſeſſion no Man ſtrives: 


The 
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One to Atrides I will ſend; 
And rother to my Trojan Friend. 
Each Prince ſhall thus with Honour have, 
What both ſo warmly ſeem to crave: 
The Wrath of Gods and Man ſhall ceaſe; 
And Poltis live and die in Peace. 
Dick, if this Story pleaſerh thee, 
Pray thank Dan Pope, who told it Me. 


Howe'er wift _ s Flight may vary; 


(Take this by way of Corollary : 
Some Limbs ſhe 22 the very ſam Se 

In Place, and Dignity, and Names 
Theſe dwell at ſuch convenient Diſtance, 
That each may give his Friend Affiſtance. 
Thus he who runs or dances, begs 
The equal Vigor of two Legs; 

So much to both does Alma truſt, 
She ne'er regards, which goes the firſt. 


Teague could make neither of them ſtay, 


When with himſelf he ran away. 
The Man who ſtruggles in the Fight, 
Fatigues left Arm, as well as right: 
For whilſt one Hand exalts the Blow, 
And on the Earth extends the Foe; 
T'other would take it wond'rous ill, 
If in your Pocket he lay ſtill. 
And when you ſhoot, and ſnut one Eye, 
You cannot think, he would deny 
To lend the t other friendly Aid, 
Or wink, as Coward, and afraid. 
No, Sir; whilſt he withdraws his Flame, 
His Comrade takes the ſurer Aim. 
One Moment if his Beams recede ; 
. 2 ſoon as e er the Bird i is dead, 

„ he lays his Claim, 
2 5 bal he Pr Profit, half the Fame, 
And helps to Pocket up the Game. 

Tis thus, one Tradeſman flips away, 

10 give his Parr ner fairer Play. 


Some 
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Some Limbs again in Bulk or Stature 
Unlike, and not a-kin by Nature, 
In Concert act, like modern Friends; 
| Becauſe one ſerves the rother's Ends. 
The Arm thus waits upon the Heart, 
So quick to take the Bully's Parr, 
Thar one, tho' warm, decides more ſlow, 
Than rother executes the Blow. 
A Stander-by may chance to have it, 
E're Hack himſelf perceives, he gave it. 
The am'rous Eyes thus always go 
A. ſtroling for their Friends below: 
For long before the Squire and Dame 
Have tete à tete reliev' d their Flame; 
E're Viſits yet are brought about, 
The Eye by Sympathy looks out; | 
Knows Florimel, and longs to meer her; 
And, if he ſees, is ſure to preer her, 
Tho? at Saſh-Window, on — Stairs, l 
At Court, nay (Authors fay) at Pray' rs. 
The 3 - ſome valiant Knight 
May give thi ing it's proper Light. 
View is two = Ja Theſe declare, 
Thar both his Hands were us'd ro War. 
And from his 2 Spurs *tis learn d, 
His Feet were equally concern'd. 
Bur have you not with Thought beheld 
The Sword hang dangling o'er the Shield? 
Which ſhows the Breaſt, that Plate was us'd to 
Had an Ally right Arm to truſt ro. 
And by the Peep-holes in his Creſt, 
Is it not virtually confeft, 
Thar there his Eye took diſtant Aim, 
And glanc'd Reſpe& to that bright Dame, 
ſe 1 his Hope was center d, 
And for whoſe Glove his Life he ventur d? 
Objections to my general Sytem 
May riſe, perhaps, and I have miſt them: 
But I can call to my Aſſiſtance 
Proximity (mark that!) and Diſtance: 
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Can prove, that all Things, on Occaſion, 
Love Union, and defire Adheſion; 

That Alma merely is a Scale; 

And Motives, like the Weights, prevail. 
If neither Side turn down or up, 

With Loſs or Gain, with Fear or Hope 
The Ballance always would hang ev'n, 


Like Mah*met's Tomb, twixt Earth and Heav n. 


This, Richard, is a curious Caſe: 
Suppoſe your Eyes ſent Rays 

Upon two diſtant Pots o Ale, 

Not knowing, which was mild or Stale: 

In this ſad State your doubtful Choice 

Would never have the caſting Voice: 

Which beſt, or worſt, you could not think; 

And die you muſt, for want of Drink: 

_ Unleſs ſome Chance inclines your Sight, 

Setting one Por in fairer Light; 

Then you prefer or A, or B, 

As Lines and Angles beſt agree 

\ Your Senſe reſolv'd impells your - Will; 


She guides your Hand, So bo drink your Fill. 


Have you not ſeen a Baker's Maid 
Between two equal Panniers ſway'd ? 
Her Tallies ufcleſs lie, and idle, 

If plac'd exactly in the Middle: 

Bur forc'd — chis unactive State, 

By virtue of ſome caſual Weight; 

On either Side you hear em clatter, 

And judge of rok and left-hand Matter. 
Now, Richard, this coercive Force, 


Without your Choice, muſt take it's Courſe. | 


Great Kings to Wars are pointed forth, 
Like loaded Needles to the Norrh. 
And thou and I, by Pow'r unſeen, 

Are barely paſſive, and ſuck'd in | 
To — s Vaults, or Celia's Chamber, 
As Straw and Paper are by Amber. 

If we fit down to play or fer 
(Suppoſe at Ombre or Baſſet) 


Let 


Jpgrp yggr 


A F 


Let 


And are but play'd with: 
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Ler People call us Cheats, or Fools; 
Our Cards and we are equal Tools. 
We ſure in yain the Cards condemn : 
Our ſelves both cut and ſhuffl'd them. 
In vain on Fortune's Aid rely: 
She only is a Stander-by. | 


Do ſome impulſive Force obey ; 


Poor Men! poor Papers! We and they £ 


Do not play. 

Bur Space and Matter we ſhould blame: 

They palm'd the Trick that loſt the Game. 
Thus to fave further Contradiction, 

Againſt what you may think but Fiction; 

I for Attraction, Dick, declare: 

Deny it thoſe bold Men that dare. 

As well your Motion, as your Thought 

Is all by hidden Impulſe wrought: 

Ev'n ſaying, that you think or walk, 

How like a Country Squire you talk? 

Mark then; —— Where Fancy or Deſire 

Collects the Beams of vital Fire; 

Into that Limb fair Alma ſlides, 

And there, pra tempore, refides. 

She dwells in Nicholini's Tongue, 

When Pyrrhus chants the Heav'nly Song. 

When Pedro does the Lure command, 


She guides the ing Artiſt's Hand. 


Thro' Macer's Gullet runs down, ; 
When the vile Glutron dines alone. 


And void of Modeſty and Thought, 
She follows Bibo's endleſs "ys 


Thro? the ſoft Sex again ſhe ranges; 
As Youth, Caprice, or Faſhion Changes, 
Fair Alma — and 22 
In Fanny's ſprightly Eyes is ſeen; 

While they 2 — their Infant Beams, 
Themſelves not conſcious of their Flames. 
Again fair Alma fits confeſt, 

On Flormel's. experter Breaſt; 


When 


Fair Alma plays 


He o'er the w 
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hen ſhe the riſing Sigh conſtrains, | 
And by concealing ſpeaks her Pains. 

In Cynthia's Neck fair Alma glows; 

When the vain Thing her Jewels ſhows : 

When Jenny's Stays are newly lac'd, 

3 her Waſte; 
5 when the ſwelling Hoop ſuſtains 
The rich Brocard, fair Alma deigns 

Into that lower Space ro enter, 

Of the 3 Round, her ſelf the Center. 
A fingle Limb or Fearure 

(Such is Roper cogent ny Tron of Nature) 

CA moſt did Alma's Paſhon move, 
In the firſt Object of her Love, 
For ever will be found confeſt, 
And printed on the am'rous Breaſt. 

O Abelard, ill- fated Youth, 
Thy Tale will juſtify this Truth: 
But well I weet, thy cruel Wrong 
Adorns a nobler Poet's Song. 
Dan Pope for thy Misfortune griev'd, 
With kind Cr, and Skill has weav'd 
A filken Web; and ne'er ſhall fade 
Ir's Colours: Gently has he laid 
The Mantle o'er hy fad Diſtreſs: 
And Venus ſhall the Texture bleſs. 
Nun has drawn, 
Such artful Folds of ſacred Lawn, 


| Thar Tove with equal Grief and Pride, 


Shall ſee the Crime, he ſtrives to hide: 
And ſoftly drawing back the Veil, 
The God ſhall to his Vor'ries tell 


Each conſcious Tear, each bluſhing Grace, 


* deck'd dear Eloiſa's Face. 
appy the Poet, bleſt the Lays, 
Which Jnckingkom has deign'd to praiſe. 
Next, Dick, as Youth and Habit ſways, 
A hundred Gambols Alma plays. 
If. 1 * Boy, Jack run from Schole, 


Oy — and Pele; 


Tho? 
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Tho? Gour and Age his Speed derain, 
Old John halloo's his Hounds again. 
By his Fire- ſide he ſtarts the Hare; 
And turns her in his Wicker - Chair: 
His Feet, however lame, you find, 
Have got the better of his Mind. 

If while the Mind was in her Leg, 


The Dance affected nimble Peg; 


Old Madge, bewitch'd at ſixty one, 

Calls for Green - Sleeves, and Jumping - Joan. 
In public Mask, or private Ball, 

From Lincoln's Inn, to Goldſmith's Hall, 

All Chriſtmas long away ſhe trudges; 

Trips it with Prentices and Judges : 

In vain her Children urge her Stay ; 

And Age or Palſey bar the Way. 

Bur if thoſe Images prevail, 

Which whilom did affect the Tail; 

She ſtill reviews the ancient Scene; 

Forgets the forty Years between: 

Awkardly Bay's and odly _ | 
Her Scarf pale Pink, her Head-Knor Cherry ; 
Deke with Ideal Rage, 7 

She chears her Son, to wed her Page. 

If Alma, whilſt the Man was young, 
Slip'd up too ſoon into his Tongue: 
Pleas'd with his own fantaſtic Skill, 

He lets that Weapon ne'er lie ſtill. 
On any Point if you diſpute 


_ || Depend upon it, he'll confute: 


ho 


Change Sides; and you encreaſe your Pain: 
For he'll confute you back = 
For one may ſpeak with Tully's Tongue 
Yer all the whule be in the wrong. 
And tis remarkable, that they 

Talk moſt, who have the leaſt to fayy 
Your dainty Speakers have the Curſe, 
To plead bad Cauſes down to worſe : 
As Dames, who native Beaury want, 
Still uglier look, the more they paint. 


Again: 
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Again: If in che Female Sex 

Alma ſhould on this Member fix; 

(A cruel and a deſp'rate Caſe, 

From which Heav'n ſhield my lovely Laſs !) 

For evermore all Care is vain, 

That would bring Alma down again. 

As in habirual Gout, or Stone, 

The only Thing that can be done, 
Is to correct your Drink, and Diet, 

And keep the in ward Foe in quiet: 

So, if for any Sins of ours, 

Or our Forefathers, higher Pow'rs, 

Severe tho? juſt, affli& our Life 
With that prime Ill, a talking Wife; 

Till Death ſhall bring the kind Relief, 
We muſt be patient, or be deaf. 

You know, a certain Lady, Dick, 
Who ſaw me, when I laſt was fick: 
She kindly ralk'd, at leaſt three Hours, 
Of Plaſtic Forms, and Mental Pow'rs: 
Deſcrib'd our pre-exiſting Station, 
Before this vile Terrene Creation: 

And left I ſhould be weary'd, Madam, 

To cut Things ſhort, came down to Adam; 
From whence, as faſt as ſhe was able, 
She drowns the World, and builds up Babel; 
Thro' Syria, Perſia, Greece ſhe goes; 
And takes the Romans in the Cloſe. 

But we'll deſcant on gen'ral Nature: 
This is a Syſtem, not a Satyr. 

Turn we this Globe; and ler us ſce, 
How diff rent Nations diſagree, : 

In what we wear, or cat and drink; 

Nay, Dick, perhaps in what we think. 

In Water as you ſmell and taſt 

The Soyls, thro? which it roſe and paſt: 
In Alma's Manners you may read 
The Place, where ſhe was born and bred. 

One People from their ſwadling Bands 
 Releas'd their Infants Feet and Hands: 


Here 
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Here Alma to theſe Limbs was brought; 
And Sparta's Offspring kick'd and fought. 
Another taught their Babes to talk, 
E're they could yer in Goe-carts walk: 
Ihere Alma ſettl'd in the Tongue ; 
And Orators from Athens ſprung. . 
Obſerve bur in theſe Neighb'ring Lands, 
The diffrent Uſe of Mouthsand Hands : 
As Men repos'd their yarious Hopes, 
In Battles theſe, and thoſe in Tropes. 
In Britain's Iſles, as Heylyn notes, 
The Ladies trip in Petticoats; 
Which, for the Honour of their Nation, 
Ihey quit but on ſome great Occaſion, 
Men there in Breeches clad you view: 
They claim that Garment, as cheir due. 
In Turkey the Reverſe appears; | 
Long Coats the haughty Husband wears, 
And greets his Wife with angry Speeches; 
If ſhe be ſeen without her Breeches. 
In our fantaſtic Climes the Fair 
With cleanly Powder dry their Hair: 
And round their lovely Breaſt and Head 
Freſh Flow'rs their mingl'd Odours ſhed. | 
' Your nicer Hottentotes think meet q 
With Guts and Tripe to deck their Feet: 4 
With down-caſt Looks on Totta's Legs, 
The ogling Youth moſt humbly begs, 
She n not from his Hopes remove 9 
Ar once his Breakfaſt, and his Love; 
And if the skittiſn Nymph ſhould fly; 
He in a double Senſe muſt die. 
We ſimple Toaſters rake Delight 
To ſee our Women's Teeth look white. 
And ev'ry ſaucy ill-bred Fellow 
Sneers at a Mouth profoundly yellow. 
In China none hold Women ſweer, 
Except their Snags are black as Jett. 
King Chihu pur nine Queens to Death, 
Convict on Statute, 1v'ry Teeth. 
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Ar Tonquin if a Prince ſhould die; 
(As Jeſuirs write, who never lye) 
The Wife, and Counſellor, and Prieſt, 
Who ſerv'd him moſt, and lov'd him beſt ; 
Prepare, and light his Fur'ral Fire, = 
And chearful on the Pile expire. 
In Europe twould be hard to find 
In each Degree one half ſo kind. 

Now turn we to the fartheſt Eaſt, 

And there obſerve the Gentry dreſt. 
Prince Gzolo, and his Royal Siſters, 
Scarr'd with ten thouſand comely bliſters, 

The Marks remaining on the Skin, | 
I0o tell the Quality within. | 
Diſtinguiſh'd Slaſbes deck the Great: 

As each excells in Birth, or State; 

His Oyler-holes are more and ampler : 
The King's own Body was a Samplar. 
Happy the Climate, where the Beau 
Wears the ſame Suit for Uſe and Show : 
And at a ſmall Expence your Wife, 

If once well pink'd, is cloth'd for Life. 
Weſtward again the Indian Fair, 

Is nicely ſmear'd with Fat of Bear. 

Before you ſee, you ſmell your Toaſt, 

And ſweereſt ſhe, who ſtinks the molt. 

The fineſt Sparks, and cleaneſt Beaux 

Drip from & Shoulders to the Toes. 

How ſleek their Skins! their Joints how eaſy! 
There Slovens only are nor greaſy. : 

I mennon'd diff rent Ways of Breeding : 

Begin we in our Children's Reading. 
To Maſter John the Engliſh Maid | 
A Horn- book gives of Ginger-bread : 
And that the Child may learn the better, 
As he can RO I goes * 
Proceeding thus wi ight, 

He hls, and gnaws, From 1 to Right. 

But a. Hebrew's hopeful Son, 

Where we ſuppoſe the Book begun; 


The 


The 


Rome not far diſtant fro 
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The Child would thank you for your Kindaels, 
And read quite backward from our Fins: 
Deyour he Learning ne'er fo faſt ; 
Great A would be reſery'd the laſt. 

An equal Inſtance of this Matter, 


Is in the Manners of a Daughter. 


In Europe, if a harmleſs Maid, 


By Nature and by Love betray'd, 


Should e' er a Wife become a Nurſe; 
Her Friends would look on her the worſe. 
In China, Dampier's Travells tell ye; 
(Look in his Index for Pazelli.) 

Soon as the Britiſh Ships unmoore, 

And jolly Long-boat rows to Shore; 
Down come the Nobles of the Land: 
Each brings his Daughter in his Hand, 
8 the imperious Tar 

To make her but one Hour his Care. 

The tender Mother ſtands aftrighred, 

Leſt her dear Daughter ſhould be lighted : 


And poor Miſs Taya dreads the Shame 


Of going back the Maid ſhe came. 
Obſerve how Cuſtom, Dick, compells 
The Lady that in Europe dwells: 


After her Tea ſhe ſlips away; 


And what to do, one need not ſay. 
Now ſee how great Pomonque's Queen 


Behav'd her ſelf among the Men: 


Pleas'd with her Punch, the gallant Soul 

Firſt drank, then warer'd in the Bowl; 

And ſprinkl'd in the Captain's Face 

The Marks of her peculiar Grace - 
To cloſe this Point, we need not roam 

For Inſtances ſo far from home. 

What parts gay France from ſober Spain? 

A little riſing rocky Chain. 

Of Men born South or North o'ch* Hill, 

Thoſe ſeldom move; theſe ne'er ſtand ſtill. 

Dick, you love Maps, and may perceive 

m Geneve. 
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If the good Pope remains at home, 

He's the firſt Prince in Chriſtendome. 

Chooſe then, Pope, at home to ſtay 

Nor Weſtward curious take thy Way. | 

Thy way unhappy ſhould'ſt thou take 

From Tiber's Bank to Leman-Lake z 

Thou art an aged Prieſt — — 

But a yo ing pain ore: 

Thy Ser is foſt : Thy Town is gone, 

No longer Rome, but Babylon. 

That ſome few 4 ſhould make this Change, 

To Men unlearn'd ſeems mighty ſtrange. 

Bur need we, Friend, inſiſt on this? 

Since in the very Cantons Swiſs, 

All your Philoſophers agree, 

And prove it plain, that one may be 

'F A Heretic, or true Believer, 

| On this, or Cother Side a River. 

'H Here with an artful Smile, quoth Dick, 
Your Proofs come mighty full, and thick 
Ihe Bard on this extenſive Chapter, 

Wound up into Poetic Rapture, 
Continu'd: Richard, caſt your Eye 

By Night upon a Winter-Sky : 

Caſt it by Day. light on the Strand, 
Which compaſſes fair Albion's Land: 
If you can count the Stars that glow 
Above, or Sands that lie below; 
Into thoſe Common: places look, | 
Which from great Authors I have took; 

" And count the Proofs I have collected, 

Wh To have my Writings well protected. 

5 Theſe I lay by for Time of Need; 

| And thou may'ſt at thy Leiſure read. 

For ſtanding every Critick's Rage, 

I fafcly will to future Age 
My em, as a Gift, bequeath, 
Victorious over Spight, and Death. 


TRE 


urn . 
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"= TU 


THIRD CANT O. 


ICH ARD, who now was half a-ſleep, 
Rous'd ; nor would longer Silence keep: 


And Senſe like this, in vocal Breath 


Broke from his twofold Hedge of Teeth. 
Now if this Phraſe roo harſh be thought; 
Pope, tell the World, tis not my fauk. 
Old Homer taught us thus to ſpeak: 
If *ris not Senſe; at leaſt tis Greek, 

As Folks, quoth Richard, prone to Leaſing, 


Say Things at firſt becauſe they're pleaſing 3 


Then prove what they have once aſſerted, 
Nor care to have their Lie deſerted ; 


Till their own Dreams at length deceive en; 


And oft 2 they believe em. 
Or as again th — Blades, 
Who trifle with their Mother's Maids; 


Tho' at the firſt, their wild Deſire 


Was but to quench a preſent Fire; 
Yer if the Object of their Love 
Chance by Lucina's Aid to prove 
They ſeldom ler the Bantling roar 


In Basker, at a Neighbour's Door : 

But by the flarr'ring Glaſs of Nature, 
Viewing themſelves in Cale - Bread 's Feature; 
With ſerious Thought and Care ſupport, 

What only was begun in Sport. 


Juſt ſo with you, my Friend, it fares, 
Who deal in Philoſophic Wares: 
Atoms you cut; and Forms you meaſure, 
To gratifie your private Pleaſure z 
Till airy Seeds of caſual Wir 


Do ſome fantaſtic Birth beget: 


And pleas'd to find your em mended, 
Beyond what you at firſt incended, 


F 2 „ 
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The happy Whimſey you purſue; 


ill you at length believe it true. 


Caught by your own deluſive Art, 
You fancy firſt, and then aſſert. 


Quoth Matthew: Friend, as far as I 


Thro' Art or Nature caſt my Eye, 


This Axiom clearly I diſcern, 
Thar one muſt teach, and t'other learn. 


No Fool Pythagoras was thought: 


Whilſt he his weighty Doctrines _ 
3 


He made his liſt' ning Scholars ſtan 


Their Mouth ſtill cover'd with their Hand: 


1 


Elſe, may be, ſome odd - thinking Yourh, 
Leſs Friend to Doctrine than to Truth, 
Might have refus'd to let his Ears 
Attend the Muſick of the Spheres; 
Deny'd all tranſmigrating Scenes, 

And introduc'd the Uſe of Beans. 
From great Lucretius take his Void; 
And all the World is quite deſtroy'd. 
Deny Des-Cart his ſubtil Matter; 
You leave him neither Fire, nor Water. 
How odly would Sir Iſaac look, 

If you, in anſwer to his Book, 
Say in the Front of your Diſcourſe, 
Thar Things have no Elaſtic Force? 
How could our Chymic Friends go on, 
To find the Philoſophic Stone; 


If you more pow'rful Reaſons bring, 
Jo prove, that there is no ſuch Thing? 


' Your Chiefs in Sciences and Arts, 
Have great Contempt of Alma's Parts. 
They find, ſhe giddy is, or dull; 


She doubts, if I hings are void, or full: 


And who ſhould be preſum'd to tell, 
What ſhe her ſelf ſhould ſee, or feel? 
She doubts, if two and two make four; 
Tho? the has told them ten times o'er. 
It can't —— it ray be—— and it muſt: 


To which of theſe muſt Alma truſt? 


_ 


2 bd ul 
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Nay, 


Of Eloquence 
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Nay, further yer they make her go, 

In doubring, if ſhe doubts, or no. 

Can Syllogiſm ſer Things right? 

No: Majors ſoon with Minors fight: 

Or, Both in friendly Conſort join'd; 

The Conſequence limps falſe behind. 


So to ſome cunning-Man ſhe goes, 


And asks of him, how much ſhe knows. 
With Patience 1 he hears her ſpeak; 
And from his ſhort Notes, gives her back 
What from her Tale he comprehended: 


Thus the Diſpute is wiſely ended. 


From the Account the Loſer brings, 
The Conj'rer knows, who ſtole the Things. 
Squire (interrupted Dick) fince when 
Were you amongſt theſe cunning Men? 
Dear Dick, quoth Mat, let not thy Force 
roi my Diſcourſe. 
I tell thee, this is Alma's Caſe, 


Still asking, what ſome Wiſe-man ſays, 


Who does his Mind in Words reyeal, 


Which all muſt grant; tho' few can ſpell. 


You tell your Doctor, that y'are ill: 

And whar does he, bur write a Bill, 

Of which you need not read one Letter? 
The worſe the Scrawl, the Doſe the better. 
For if you knew but what you take; 

Tho? you recover, he muſt break. 

Ideas, Forms, and Intellefts, 

Have furniſh'd our three diff rent Sects. 


Subſtance, or Accident divides 


All Europe into adverſe Sides. 
Now, as engag'd in Arms or Laws, 
You muſt have Friends to back your Cauſe: 


In Philoſophic Matters fo 
| Your judgment muſt with others go. 


For as in Senates, ſo in Schools, 

Majority of Voices rules. | 
Poor Alma, like a lonely Deer, 

O'er Hills and Dales does doubtful err : 


8 
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With panting haſte, and quick ſurpriſe, 

From ev'ry Leaf that ſtirs, ſhe flies; 

Till mingl'd with the neighb'ring Herd, 

She ſligh:s what erſt ſhe ſingly fear'd : 

And now, exempt from Doubt and Dread, 
She dares purſue; if they dare lead : 

As their Example ftill prevails; 

She tempts the Stream, or leaps the Pales. 

He then, quoth Dict, who by your Rule 
Thinks for himſelf, becomes a Fool. 

As Party-Man who leaves the reſt, 

Is call'd but Whimſical at beſt. 

Now, by your Favour, Maſter Mat. 
Like Ralpho, here I ſmell a Rat. 

I muſt be liſted in your Sect; 

Who, tho? they teach not, can protect. 
Right, Richard, Mat, in Triumph cry'd; 
So put off all Miſtruſt and Pride. 

And while my Princi les I beg; 
Pray anſwer only with your Leg. 
Believe what friendly I adviſe: 

Be firſt ſecure; and then be wiſe. 

The Man within the Coach thar fits, 
And to another's Skill ſubmits, 

Is ſafer much (whatc'er arrives) 

And warmer too, than he that drives. 
So, Dick Adept, tuck back thy Hair; 
And I will pour into thy Ear 
Remarks, which none did e' er diſcloſe, 


In ſmooth-pac'd Verſe, or hobling Proſe. 


Arrend, dear Dic+; but don't reply: 

And thou may'ſt prove as wiſe as I. 
When Alma now in diff rent Ages, 

Has finiſh'd her aſcending Stages; 

Into the Head at length ſhe gets, 

And there in public Grandeur ſits, 


5 judge of Things, and cenſure Wits. 


Here, Richard, how could I explain, 
The various Lab'rinths of the Brain? 


i 


Sur- | | 


' 

| 
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Surpriſe my Readers, whilſt I tell em 
Of Cerebrum, and Cerebellum ? 
How could I play the Commentator 
On Dura, and on Pia Mater? 
Where hot and cold, and dry and wet, 
Strive each the rother's Place to get; 
And with inceſſant Toil and Strife, 
Would keep Poſſeſſion during Life. 
I could demonſtrate every Pore, 
Where Mem'ry lays up all her Store; 
And to an Inch compure the Station, 
*Twixt Judgment, and Imagination. 
O Friend! I could diſplay much Learning, 
Ar leaſt to Men of ſmall Diſcerning. 
The Brain contains ten thouſand : 
In each ſome active Fancy dwells; 
Which always is at work, and framing 
The ſeveral Follies I was naming. 
As in a Hive's vimineous Dome, 
Ten thouſand Bees enjoy their Home; 
Each does her ſtudious Action vary, 
To go and come, to fetch and carry: 
Each ſtill renews her little Labour; 
Nor juſtles her aſſiduous Neighbour : 
Each whilſt this Theſis I maintain ; 
I fancy, Dick, I know thy Brain. 
O with the mighty Theme affected, 
Could I bur ſee thy Head diſſected! 
My Head, quoth Dick, to ſerve your Whim? 
Spare that, and take ſome other Limb. 
Sir, in your nice Affairs of Syſtem, 
Wiſe Men propoſe; but Fools aſſiſt em. 
Says Matthew: Richard, keep thy Head, 
And hold thy Peace; and I'll proceed. 
Proceed ? quoth Dick: Sir, I aver, 
You have already gone too far. 
When People once are in the wrong; 
Each Line they add, is much too long. 
Who faſteſt walks, but walks aſtray, 
Is only furtheſt from his Way, 


Blef 
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Bleſs your Conceits! muſt I believe, 
Howe'er abſurd, what you conceive 
And, for your Friendſhip, live and dye 
A Papiſt in Philoſophy ? 
I fay, whatever you maintain 
Of Alma in the Heart, or Brain; 
The plaineſt Man alive may tell ye, 
Her Scat of Empire is the Belly: 
From hence ſhe ſends out thoſe Supplies, 
Which make us either ſtout, or wiſe: 
The Strength of ev'ry other Member, 
Is founded on your Belly- Timber: 
The Qualms or Raptures of your Blood 
Riſe in proportion to your Food: 
And if you would improve your Thought; 
You muſt be fed, as well as taught. 
Your Stomach makes your Fabric roll; 
Juſt as the Biaſs rules the Bowl. 
That great Achilles _ imploy 
The Strength, deſign'd to ruin Trey; 
He din'd on Lion's Marrow, ſpread 
On Toaſts of Ammunition- Bread: 
Bur by his Mother ſent away, 
Amongſt the Thracian Girls to play, 
Effeminate he fat, and quiet : 
Strange Product of a Cheeſe-cake Diet 
Now give my Argument fair play; 
And take the Thing the t other Way: 
The Youngſter, who at nine and three 
Drinks with his Siſters Milk and Tea, 
From Break-faſt reads, till twelve a Clock, 
Burnet and Heylyn, Hobbes and Lock : 
Hie pays due Viſits after Noon 
To Couſin Alice, and Uncle John: 
At ten from Coffee-Houſe or Play 
Returning, finiſhes the Day. 
Eut give him Port, and potent Sack; 
From Milk. ſop he ſtarts up Mohact : 
Holds that the Happy know no Hours; 
So thro? the Street at Midnight ſcowrs: 
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Breaks Watch-men's Heads, and Chair-men's Glaſſes ; 
And thence proceeds to nicking Saſhes : 
Till by ſome rougher Hand o'ercome, 

And firſt knock'd down, and then led home; 
He damns the Foot-man, ſtrikes the Maid, 
And decently reels up to bed. | 
Obſerve # various Operations 
Of Food, and Drink, in ſeveral Nations. 
Was ever Tartar fierce or cruel, | 
Upon the Strength of Warter-Gruel ? 
Bur who ſhall ſtand his Rage and Force 
If firſt he rides, then eats his Horſe? 
Sallads, and Eggs, and lighter Fare 
Tune the Italian Spark's Guitar. 
And, if I rake Dan Congreve right; 
Pudding and Beef make Britons fight. 
Tokay and Coffee cauſe this Work, 
Between the German and the Turk : 
And both, as they Proviſions want, 
Chicane, avoid, retire, and faint. | 
Hunger and Thirſt, or Guns and Swords, 
Give the ſame Death in diff'rent Words. 
To puſh this Argument no further; 
To ſtarve a Man, in Law, is Murther. 
As in a Watch's fine Machine, 
Tho' many artful Springs are ſeen; 
The added Movements, which declare, 
How full the Moon, how old the Year, 
Derive their ſecondary Pow'r 
From that, which ſimply points the Hour. 
For, tho” theſe Gim- cracks were away; 
(Quare would not ſwear; but Quare would ſay) 
However more reduc'd and plain, 
| The Watch would ſtill a Watch remain: 


Bur if the Horal Orbite ceaſes ; | 
The whole ſtands ftill, or breaks to pieces; 
Is now no longer what it was; 
And you may c'en go ſell the Caſe. 
do if unprejudic'd you ſcan 
| The Goings of this Clock-work, Man; 


You 
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You find a hundred Movements made 

By fine Devices in his Head: 

Bur *tis the Stomach's ſolid Stroke, 

Thar tells his Being, what's a Clock. 

If you take off his Rhet ric- Trigger; 

He talks no more in Mood and Figure: 

Or clog his Mathematic-Wheel ; 

His Buildings fall; his Ship ſtands till. 

Or laſtly, break his Politic· Weight; 

His Voice no longer rules the State. 

Yer if theſe finer Whims were gone; 

Your Clock, tho” plain, would ſtill go on: 

Bur ſpoil the Engine of Digeſtion 

And you entirely change the Queſtion, 

Alma's Affairs no Pow'r can mend; 

The Jeſt, alas! is ar an End: 

Soon ceaſes all this worldly Buſtle ; 

And you conſign the Corps to Ruſſel. 
Now make your Alma come or go, 

From Leg to Hand, from Top to Toe; 

Your Syſtem, withour my Addition, 

Is in a very ſad Condition. 

So Harlequin extoll'd his Horſe, 

Fir for the War, or Road, or Courſe; 

His Mouth was ſoft; his Eye was * 

His Foot was ſure as ever trod: 

One Fault he had, a Fault indeed; 

And what was that? The Horſe was dead. 
Dick, from theſe Inſtances and Fetches, 

Thou mak'ſt of Horſes, Clocks, and Watches, 

Quoth Mat, to me thou leem ſt to mean, 

That Alma is a mere Machine; 

That telling others what's a Clock, 

She knows not what her ſelf has firuck; - 

Bur leaves to Standers-by the Tryal, 

Of what is mark'd upon her Dial. 


Here hold a Blow, good Friend, quoth Dick, 


And rais'd his Voice exceeding quick: 
Fight fair, Sir: What I never meant 
Dont Ton infer. In 2 


ni 
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Similies are like Songs in Love: i 
They much deſcribe; they nothing prove. 

Mat, who was here a little gravel'd, 
Toſt up his Noſe, and would have cavil'd: 


But calling Hermes to his Aid, 


Half pleas'd, half angry, thus he faid: 
Where mind ('tis for the Author's Fame) 


That Matthew call'd, and Hermes came. 


In Danger Heroes, and in Doubt 
Poers find Gods to help 'em our. 
Friend Richard, I begin to ſee, 


That you and I ſhall ſcarce agree. 
Obſerve how odly you behave: 


The more I grant, the more you crave, 
Bur, Comrade, as I faid juſt now, 


I ſhould affirm, and you allow, 


We Sy/tem-makers can ſuſtain | 
The Theſis, which, you grant, was plain; 


And with Remarks and Comments teaze ye; 
In caſe the Thing before was eaſy. 


Bur in a Point obſcure and dark, 
We light as Leibnits did with Clark; 
And when no Reaſon we can ſhow, 


Why marters this or that Way go; 


The ſhorreſt Way the Thing we try, 
And what we know not, we deny: 
True to our own o'erbearing Pride, 


And falſe to all the World beide. 


Thar old Philoſopher grew croſs, 


3 Who could nor tell what Motion was: 


Becauſe he walk'd againſt his Will; 

He fac'd Men down, that he ſtood ſtill. 
And he who reading on the Heart, 
(When all his Quodlibets of Art 

Could nor expound it's Pulſe and Heat) 
Swore, he had never felt it beat. 
Chryſippus, foild by Epicurus, 

Makes bold (Jove bleſs him!) to aſſure us, 
Thar all things, which our Mind can view, 
May be at once boch falſe, and true. 


. 
i 
. 
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And Malbranch has an odd Conceit, 
As ever enter'd French-man's Pate: 
Says he, ſo little can our Mind 

Of Matter, or of Spirit find, 

Thar we by gueſs, at leaſt, may gather 
Something, which may be both, or neither. 
Faith, Dick, I muſt confeſs, tis true 
(But this is only Entre Nous) 

That many knotty Points there are, 

Which all diſcuſs, but few can clear: 

As Nature ſlily had thought fir, 

For ſome by-Ends, to croſs- bite Wit. 
Circles to Square, and Cubes to double, 
Would give a Man exceſſive Trouble: 

The Longirude uncertain roams, 

In ſpight of Wh 3 and his Bombs. 
What Syſtem, Dick, has right averr'd 

The Cauſe, why Woman = no Beard; 
Or why, as Years our Frame attack, 
Our Hair grows white, our Teeth grow black ? 
In Points fle theſe we muſt agree, 
Our Barber knows as much as we. 
Yer ſtill unable to explain, 
We muſt perſiſt the beſt we can; 
With Care our Syſtems ſtill renew, 
And prove Things likely, tho” not true. 

I could, thou ſee'ſt, in quaint Diſpute, 

By dint of Logic ſtrike thee mute; 

With learned Skill, now puſh, now parry, 
From Dari to Bocardo vary, 

And never yield, or what is worſt, 

Never conclude the Point diſcours'd, 

Vet, that you hic ex nunc may know, 

How much you to my Candour owe; 

I'll from the Diſputant deſcend, 
To ſhow thee, I aſſume the Friend: 
I'll rake thy Notion for my own ———- 
(So moſt Philoſophers have done) 
It makes my Sy//em more complete: 
Dict, can it have a nobler Fate? 


8 


EX 


What 1 have told 
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Take what thou wile, ſaid Dick, dear Friend; 
Bur bring thy Matters to an End. | 

I find, quoth Mat, Reproof is vain: 
Who firſt offend will firſt complain. 
Thou wiſheſt, I ſhould make to Shoar; 
Yer ſtill put'ſt in 1 thwarting Oar. 

ce fifty Times 

In Proſe, receive for once in Rhimes : 
A huge fat Man in Country-Fair, 

Or Cie) Church » (no matter where) 
Labour'd and puſh'd amidſt the Croud, 
Still bauling out extremely loud; 

Lord fave us! __ People preſs? 
Another marking his Diſtreſs, | 


Friendly reply'd; plump Gentleman, 


Ger our as faſt as &er you can: 

Or ceaſe to puſh, or to exclaim : 

You make the very Croud you blame: 
Says Dick, your Moral does not need 

The leaſt Return; ſo c&'en proceed: 


Your Tale, howe'er apply'd, was ſhort: 


So far, at leaſt, I thank you for't. 


? 
5 
| 


Mat. took his Thanks, and in a Tone 

More Magiſterial, thus went on. 
Now Alma ſettles in the Head; 

As has before been ſung, or ſaid: 

And here begins this Farce of Life; 
Enter Revenge, Ambition, Strife: 
Behold on both Sides Men advance, 
To form in earneſt Bayss Dance. 
L'avare not half his Store, 

Still grumbles, he has no more; 
Strikes not the preſent Tun, for fear 
The Vintage ſhould be bad next Year : 
And ears to-day with inward Sorrow. 
And dread of fancy'd Want to-morrow. 
Abroad if the Sour- tout you wear, 
Repells the Rigor of the Air; 
Would you be warmer, if at home 
Lou 4 ihne Fabric, and the Loom? 


CY 
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And if two Boots kept out the Weather; 
What need you have two Hides of Leather? 
Could Pedro, think you, make no Tryal 
Of a Sonata on his Viol, 
Unleſs he had the total Gut, | 
Whence every String at firſt was cut? 
When Rarus ſhows you his Carton; 
He always tells you, with a Groan, 
Where two of that ſame Hand were torn, 
Long before you, or he were born. 
Poor Vento's Mind fo much is croſt, 
For Part of his Petronius loſt; 
Thar he can never cake the Pains 
To underſtand what yer remains. 
What Toil did honeſt Curio take? 
What ſtrict Enquiries did he make, 
To get one Medal wanting yet, 
And perfect all his Roman Sett? 
'Tis found: And O his happy Lot! | 
Tis bought, lock'd up, = lies forgot: 
Of theſe no more you hear him ſpeak: 
He now begins upon the Greet. | 
| Theſe rang'd and ſhow'd, {hall in their Turns 
Remain he as in their Urns. 
My Copper-Lamps at any Rate, 
For being True Antique, I bought; 
Yer wiſely melted down my Plate, 
On Modern Models to be wrought: 
And Trifles I alike purſue; 
Becauſe they're old; becauſe they're new. 
Dick, I have ſeen you with Delight, 
For Geor2y make a Paper-Kire. | 
And ſimple Odes too many ſhow ye, 
My ſervile Complaiſance to Cloe. 
Parents and Lovers are decreed 
By Nature Fools That's brave indeed! 


Quoth Dick : ſuch Truths are worth receiving: 


Yer ſtill Dick look'd, as not believing. 
Now, Alma, to Divines and Prof. 
I leave thy Frauds, and Crimes, and Woes: 


For 


For 


gain. 
And Cards are dealt, and Cheſs- boards brought, 
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Nor think to-night of thy IIl- Nature, 

Bur of thy Follies, idle Creature, 

The Turns of thy uncertain Wing, 

And nor the Malice of thy Sting: 

Thy Pride of being great and wiſe, 

I do but mention, to deſpiſe. 


I view with Anger and Diſdain, 


How little gives thee Joy, or Pain: 
A Print, a Bronze, a Flow'r, a Root, 
A Shell, a Butter- fly can do'r. 


_ Ev'n a Romance, a Tune, a Rhime 


Help thee to paſs the redious Time, 
Which elſe would on thy Hand remain: 
Tho? flown, it neer looks back again. | 
To eaſe the Pain of Coward-Thoughr. 
Happy Reſult of Human Wit! 


That Alma may her (elf forget. 


Dick, thus we act; and thus we are, 


Or toſs'd by Hope, or ſunk by Care. 


With endleſs Pain this Man purſues 
What, if he gain'd, he could not uſe: 
And rother fondly hopes ro free 
What never was, nor e'er ſhall be. 
We err by Uſe, go wrong by Rules; 
In Geſture grave, in Action Fools: 
We join Hypocriſie to Pride 
Doubling the Faults, we ſtrive to hide. 
Or grant, that with extreme Surprize, 


We find our ſelves at ſixty wiſe; 


And rwen Things are known, 
Of which Te x __ — — one; 
Whilſt, as my Syſtem ſays, the Mind 

Is to theſe upper Rooms confin'd. 
Should I, my Friend, at large repeat 
Her borrow'd Senſe, her fond Conceit; 


The Bede-roll of her vicious Tricks; 


My Poem would be too prolix. 
For could I my Remarks ſuſtain, 


Like Socrates, or Miles Montaigne ; 
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Who in theſe Times would read my Books, 
But Tom o' Stiles, or John o' Nokes ? 
As Brentford Kings diſcrete and wile, 
After long Thoughr and grave Advice, 

Into Lardula's Coffin peeping, 


Saw nought to cauſe their Mirth or Weeping: 


So Alma now to Joy or Grief 
Superior, finds her late Relief: 


Weary'd of being high, or great, 


And nodding in her Chair of State; 
Stun'd and worn out with endleſs Char, 
Of Will did this, and Naz ſaid that; 
She finds, poor Thing, ſome little Crack, 
Which Nature, forc'd by Time, muſt make 
Thro' which ſhe wings her deſtin'd Way : 
Upward ſhe ſoars; and down drops Clay: 
While ſome 1228 Friend ſupplies 
Hic jacet, and a hundred Lies. | 

O Richard, till chat Day appears, 
Which muſt decide our Hopes and Fears: 
Would Fortune calm her preſent Rage, 
And give us Play-things Ih our Age: 
Would Clotho waſh her Hands in Milk, 
And twiſt our Thread with Gold and Silk: 
Would ſhe in Friendſhip, Peace, and Plenty, 
Spin out our Years to four times twenty: 
And ſhould we both in this Condition, 


| Have conquer d Love, and worſe Ambition; 


(Elſe thoſe two Paſſions, by the way, 

May chance to ſhow us ſcurvy Play: ) 

Then Richard, then ſhould we ſit down, 

Far from the Tumult of this Town: 

I fond of my well-choſen Seat, 

My Pictures, Medals, Books compleat : 

Or ſhould we mix our friendly Talk, 
O'er-ſhaded in that fav'rite Walk, TER 

Which thy own Hand had whilom planted, 

Boch pleas'd with all we thought we wanted: 

Yer then, ev'n then one crols Reflection 


Would ſpoil thy Grove, and my Collection. 
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Thy Son and his, e're that, may die; 

And Time ſome uncouth Heir . 

Who ſhall for nothing elſe be known, 

But ſpoiling all that thou haſt done. 

Who ſer the Twigs, ſhall he remember, 

Thar is in Haſte to (ell the Timber? 

And what ſhall of thy Woods remain, 

Except the Box that threw the Main? 
Nay may not Time and Death remove 

The near Relations, whom [I love? 

And my Coz Tom, or his Coz Mary 

(Who hold the Plough, or skim the Dairy) 

My Fav'rite Books and Pictures (ell 

To Smart, or Doiley by the Ell? 

Kindly chrow in a little Figure, 

And fer their Price upon the bigger? 

Thoſe who could never read their Grammar; 

When my dear Volumes touch the Hammer; 

May think Books beſt, as richeſt bound. 

My Copper Medals by the Pound 

May be with learned Juſtice weigh'd: 

To turn the Ballance, Otho's Head 


May be thrown in; and for the Mertle, 
The Coin may mend a Tinker's Kertle — - 


Tir'd with theſe Thoughts Leſs tir'd than I, 
Quoth Dick, with your Philoſophy — 


That People live and dye, I knew 


An Hour ago, as well as you. 
And if Fate ſpins us longer Years, 
Or is in haſte to take the Shears; 

I know, we muſt both Fortunes try, 
And bear our Evils, wet or ay | 


Let ler the Goddeſs ſmile, or frown; 


Bread we ſhall eat, or white, or brown: 
And in a Cottage, or a Court, . 
Drink fine Champaizne, or muddl'd Port. 
What need of Books theſe Truths to tell, 
Which Folks perceive, who cannot ſpell ? 
And muſt we Spectacles apply, 


To view, what hurts our naked Eye? 
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Sir, if it be your Wiſdom's Aim, 

To make me merrier than I am; 

I'll be all Night at your Devotion 

Come on, Friend; broach the pleaſing Notion: 

But if you would depreſs my Thought; 

Your Syſtem is not worth a Groat 
For Plato's Fancies what care I? 

I hope you would not have me die, 


Like fimple Cato in the Play, 


For any Thing that he can ſay ? 


E'en let him of Ideas ſpeak 


To Heathens in his Native Greek. 
If to be ſad is to be wiſe; 
I do moſt hearnly deſpiſe 
Whatever Socrates has ſaid, 
Or Tully writ, or Wanley read. 
Dear Drift, to ſer our Matters right, 
Remove theſe Papers from my Sight; 
Burn Mat's Des-Cart, and Ariſtotle: 


Here, Jonathan, your Maſter's Bortle. 
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O Bi © %. ixu, a0, dipye aint. Eurip. 


Siquis Deus mihi largiatur, ut ex hac «tate repueraſcam, 


et in cunis vagiam, valdè recuſem. Cicero de Senect. 


The bewailing of Man's Miſeries hath been elegantly and 
copiouſly fer forth by many, in the Writings as well 
of Philoſophers, as Divines. And it is both a plea- 

ſant and a profitable Contemplation.” 
Tord Bacon's Advancement of Learning. 


PREFACE 


RT i hard for a Man to peak of himſelf 
_ 7:4 any tolerable Satisfaction or Succeſs : 


juſtly deſire, that a Friend ſhould praiſe him; yet if he 


lic are his Judges: By allowing too much, and conde- 


ſcending too far, he may injure his own Cauſe, and be- 


come a kind of Felo de ſe; and by pleading and aſſert- 
ing too boldly, he may diſpleaſe the Court that ſits up- 
on him: His Apology may only heighten his Accuſati- 
on. I would avoid theſe Extremes: And though, 1 
grant, it would not be very civil to trouble the Reader 
with a long Preface, before he enters upon an indifferent 
Poem; I would ſay ſomething to perſuade him to tale 
it As it is, or to excuſe it for not being letter. 
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PREFACE. 


| The noble Images and Reflections, the profound Rea- 


ſonings upon Human Actions, and excellent Precepts for 
the Government of Life, which are found in the Pro- 


verbs, Ecclefiaſtes, and other Books commonly attribut- 


ed to Solomon, afford Subjects for finer Poems in every 
Kind, than have, Ithink, as yet appeared in the Greek, 
Latin, or any modern Language: How far they were 


Verſe in their Original, is a Diſſertation not to be entred 


into at preſent. 5 
Out of this great Treaſure, which lies heaped up toge- 
ther, in a confuſed Magnificence, above all Order, Ihad 


a Mind to collect and digeſt ſuch Obſervations, and A- 
pophthegms, as moſt particularly tend to the Proof of 


that great Aſſertion, laid doun in the Beginning of the 
Ecclefiaſtes, All is Vanity. 

Upon the Subject thus choſen, ſuch various Images pre- 
ſent themſelves to a Writer's Mind, that he muſt find 
it eaſier to judge, what ſhould be reſected, than what 
ought to be received. "ihe Difficulty lies in drawing 


and diſpoſing ;, or (as the Painters term it) in group- 


ing ſuch a Multitude of different Objects, preſeruvmy ſtill 


the Juſtice and Conformity of Style and Colouring, the 


Simplex duntaxat et unum, which Horace preſcribes, 
as requiſite to make the whole Picture beautiful and per- 
As Precept, however true in Theory, or uſeful in 
Practice, would be but dry and tedious in Verſe, eſpeci- 


_ ally if the Recital be long; I found it neceſſary to form 
ſome Story, and give a kind of Body to the Poem. Un- 


der what Species it may be comprehended, whether Di- 
daſcalic, or Heroic, 1 leave to the Judgment of the 


Critics; doping them to be favourable in their Cenſure; 


and not ſollicitous what the Poem 1s called, provided it 


may be accepted. 


The chief Perſonage or Character in the Epic, is al- 
ways proportioned to the Deſign of the Wor'i, to carry 
on the Narration, and the Moral. Homer intended to 
ſhew us in his Iliad, that Diſſentions amongſt great Men 
ol ſtruct᷑ the Execution of the nobleſt Enterprizes, and 


end to the Ruin of a State or Kingdom, His Achilles 


there- 
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therefore is haughty, and paſſionate, impatient of any 
Reſtraint by Laws, and arrogant in Arms. In his O- 
dyſſes the ſame Poet endeavours to explain, that the 
hardeſt Difficulties may be overcome by Labour, and our 
Fortune reſtored after the ſevereſt Affittions. Ulyſſes 
therefore is valiant, virtuous and patient. Virgil's De- 


ſign was to tell us, how from a ſmall Colony eſtabliſh- 


ed by the Trojans in Italy, the Roman Empire roſe, 

and from what antient Families A us (who was 
his Prince and Patron) deſcended. His Hero therefore 
was to fight his Way to the Throne, ſtill diſtinguiſh'd 
and protetted by the Favour of the Gods. The Poet to 


this End tales off from the Vices of Achilles, and adds 


to the Virtues of Ulyſſes; from both perfecting a Cha- 
rafter proper for his Work in the Perſon of Eneas. 
As Virgil copy'd after Homer, other Epic Poets have 


Copied after them both. Taſſo's Gieruſalemme Libera- 


ta is directly Troy Town ſac ed; with this Difference 
only, that the two chief Characters in Homer, which 
the Latin Poet had joined in one, the Italian has ſepa- 
rated in his Godfrey and Rinaldo: But he males them 
both carry on his Work with very great Succeſs, Ron- 
ſard's Franciade, (incomparably good as far as it goes) 
is again Virgil's Eneis. His Hero comes from a foreign 
Country, ſettles a Colony, and lays the Foundation of 
a future Empire. I inſtance in theſe, as the greateſt I- 
talian and French Poets in the Epic. In our Language 


Spenſer has not contented himſelf with this ſubmiſſive 
Manner of Imitation : He launches out into very flowery 


Paths, which ſtill ſeem to conduct him into one great 
Road. His Fairy Queen (had it been finiſhed) muſt 
have ended in the Account, which every Knight was 
to give of his Adventures, and in the accumulated 
Praiſes of his Heroine Gloriana. The whole would have 
been an Heroic Poem, but in another Caſt and Figure, 
than any that had ever been written before. Net it is 
obſervable, that every Heroe (as far as we can judge by 
the Boo's ſtill remaining) bears his diſtinguiſhed Charac- 
ter, and repreſents ſome particular Virtue conducive to 
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To bring this to our preſent Subject: The Pleaſures of Life 
do not compenſate the Miſeries : Age fleals upon us una- 
wares; and Death, as the only Cure of our Ills, ought to 
be expected, but not feared. This inſtruftion is to be illu- 
ſtrated by the Action of ome great Perſon, Who therefore 
more proper for the Buſineſs than Solomon himſelf? And 
why may he not be ſuppoſed now to repeat what, we ta e it 


for granted, he atted almoſt three thoujand Tears ſince? 


Vin the fair Situation where this Prince was placed, he 
was acquainted with Sorrow ; if endowed with the great- 
eſt Per ſections of Nature, and poſſeſs'd of all the Advan- 


rages of external Condition, he could not find Happineſs ; 


the reſt of Mankind may ſafely ta e the Monarch's Word 
fer the Truth of what he aſſerts. And the Author who 
would perſuade, that we ſhould bear the Ills of Life pati- 


ently, meerly becauſeSolomon felt the ſame, has a better 


Argument, than Lucretius had, when in his imperious 
way, he at once convinces and commands, that we ought 
to ſubmit to Death without repining, becauſe Epicurus died. 

The whole Poem is a Soliloquy : Solomon is the Perſon 


that ſpeats : He is at once the Hero and the Author; but 


he tells us very often what others ſay to him. Thoſe chief. 
ly introduced are his Rabb.es and Philoſophers in the fir (t 
Boo“, and his Women and their Attendants in the ſecond: 


With th-ſe the Sacred Hiſtory mentions him to have con- 


verſed; as likewiſe with the Angel brought down in the 
third Book to help him out of his Difficulties, or at leaſt to 
teach him how to overcome them. | | 


Nec Deus interſit niſi dignus vindice nodus. 


1 preſume this Poetical Liberty may be very juſtly allow- 


ed me on ſo ſolemn an Occaſion. 


In my Deſcription I have endeavoured to keep to the No- 


tions and Manners of the Jewilh Nation, at the time 
when Solomon lived: And where I allude to the Cuſtoms 
of the Greeks, I believe I may be juſtified by the ſirifteſt 
Chronology ; though a Poet is not obliged to the Rules, that 
confine an Hiſtorian. Virgil has anticipated two hundred 
Years; or the Tro an Hero and Carthaginian Queen could 


not have been brought to:ether: And without the ſame 


Anachroniſm ſeveral of the fineſt Parts of his Eneis muſt 


have 
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have been omitted. Our Countryman Milton goes yet | 


further. He takes up many of his Material Images ſome 
thouſands of Years after the Fall of Man: Nor could 
be otherwiſe have written, or we read one of the ſub- 
umeſt Pieces of Invention that was ever yet produced. 
This likewiſe takes off the Objection, that ſome Names 
if Countries, Terms of Art, and Notions of Natural 
Philoſophy are otherwiſe expreſſed, than can be warrant- 
id by che Geography or Aſtronomy of Solomon's 
Time, Poets are allowed the ſame Liberty in their De- 
ſcriptions and Compariſons, as Painters in their Dra- 


peries and Ornaments : Their Perſonages may be dreſs'd, 


not exactly in the ſame Habits which they wore, but 
in ſuch as make them appear moſt graceful, In this 


| Caſe Probability muſt attone for the want of Truth, 


This Liberty has indeed been abuſed by Eminent Ma- 
ſters in either Science. Raphael and Taſſo have ſhew- 


ed their Diſcretion, where Paul Veroneſe and Arioſto 


are to anſwer for their Extravagancies. It is the Exceſs, 
not the Thing it ſelf, that is blameable. „ 
I would ſay one Word of the Meaſure, in which 


this, and moſt Poems of the Age are written, Heroic 
with continued Rhime, as Donne and his Contempora - 
ries uſed it, carrying the Senſe of one Verſe moſt com- 
monly into another, was found too diſſolute and wild, 
and came very often too near Proſe. As Davenant and 
Waller corrected, and Dryden perſected it; It is too 
confined : It cuts off the Senſe at the End of every firſt 
| Line, which muſt always rhime to the next following; 

and conſequently produces too frequent an 1dentity in the 


Sound, and brings every Couplet to the Point of an Epi- 
gram, It is indeed too broken and weak, to convey 
the Sentiments and repreſent the Images proper for E- 


pic. And as it tires the Writer while he compoſes, it 


muſt do the ſame to the Reader while he repeats; eſpe- 
cially in a Poem of any conſiderable length. 

If ftriking out into Blank Verſe, . as Milton did 
(and in this kind Mr. Philips, had he lived, would 
have excelled) or running the Thought mto Alternate 
and Stanza, which allows a greater Variety, and fiill 


pre- 
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| preſerues the Dignity of the Verſe 3 as Spenſer and 

Fairfax have done; if either of theſe, I ſay, be a pro- 
per Remedy for my Poetical Complaint, or if any o- 
ther may be found, I dare not determine: I am only 
enquiring, in order to be better informed; without pre- 
ſuming to direct the Judgment of others. And while 
I am ſpeaking of the Verſe it ſelf, I give all juſt Praiſe 
to many of my Friends now living; who have in Epic 
carried the Harmony of their Numbers as far, as ihe 
Nature of this Meaſure will permit. But once more; 
he that writes in Rhimes, dances in Fetters: And as 
his Chain is more extended, he may certainly take lar- 
ger Steps. 


1 need make no Apology for the ſhort Dizreſſive Pa- 


negyric upon Great Britain, in the firſt Book: I am 
glad to have it obſerved, that there appears throughout 
all my Verſes a Zeal for the Honour of my Country: 
and I had rather be thought a goed Engliſh- man, than 
the beſt Poet, or greateſt Scholar that ever wrote. 
And now, as to the publiſhing of this Piece, though 
I have in a literal Senſe obſerved Horace's Nonum 
prematur in Annum ; yer have I by no means obeyed 
our Poetical Lawgiver, according to the Spirit of the 


Precept. The Poem has indeed been written and laid 


aſide much longer than the Term preſcribed; but in the 
mean time I had little Leiſure, and leſs Inclination to 
reviſe or print it. The frequent Interrupt ions 1 have 
met with in my private Studies, and great Variety of 
Public Life, in which I have been imployed ; my Thoughts 
(ſuch as they are) having generally been expreſſed in 
Foreign Language, and even formed by a Habituds ve- 
ry different from what the Beauty and Elegance of 
Engliſh Poetry requires: All theſe, and ſome other 
Circumſtances, which we had as good paſs by at pre 
ſent, do juſtly contribute to make my Excuſe in this Be 
half very plauſible. Far indeed from deſugning to print, J 
Had locked up theſe Papers in my Scritoire, there 10 lie in 
Peace, till m) Executors might have taten them out. 
What altered this Deſign ; or how my Scritoire came 
te be unlocked be ore my * was nailed; is the Que 


ſtion. 
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ſtion. The true Reaſon I take to be the beſt: Many of 
my Friends of the firſt Quality, fineſt Learning, and 
greateſt Underſtanding, have wreſied the Key jrom my 
Hands by a very kind and irreſiſtible Violence: And the 
Poem is publiſhed, not without my Conſent indeed, but 
a little againſi my Opinion; and with an implicit Sub- 
miſſion to the partiality of their Judgment, As I give 
up here the Fruits of many of my vacant Hours to their 
Amuſement and Pleaſure; 1 ſhall always think my ſelf 
happy, if 1 may dedicate my moſt ſerious Endeavours 
to their Intereſt and Service. And 1 am proud to fi- 
niſh this Preface by ſaying, that the Violence of many 
Enemies, whom I never juſily offended, is abundantly 
recompenſed, by the Goodneſs of more Friends, whom I 
can never ſufficiently oblige. And if 1 here aſſume the 
Liberty of mentioning my Lord Harley and Lord Ba- 
thurſt as the Authors of this Amicable Confederacy, 
among all thoſe, whoſe Names do me great Honour in 


the Beginning of my Book: Theſe Two only ought tobe 


angry with me; for I diſobey their poſutive Order, whilſt 
I make even this ſmall Acknowledgment of their par. 


ticular Kindneſs. 
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The ARGUMENT. 


CO LOMO N ſeeking Happineſs from 

Knowledge, convenes the Learned Men 
of his Kingdom; requires them to explain 
to him the various Operations and Effects 
of Nature; diſcourſes of A ny os A- 
nimals, and Man; propoſes ſome Queſti- 
ons concerning the Origin, and Situation 
of the habitable Earth; proceeds to exa- 
mine the Syſtem of the viſible Heaven, 
doubts if there may not be a Plurality of 
Worlds, enquires into the Nature of Spi- 
rits and Angels; and wiſhes to be more 
fully informed, as to the Attributes of the 
Supreme Being. He is imperfectly anſwer- 
ed by the Rabbins, and Doctors; blames 
his own Curioſity; and concludes, that 
as to Human Science, All is Vanity. 


TEXTS 


Ire 
che 


hat 


I's 


$22 022 $39 A 23 £839 £23 25 
TEXTS chiefly . to in this BOO 1 


The Words of the Preacher, the Son of David, | King 
of — Eccleſiaſtes, Chap. I. Verſ. 1 


Vanity of Vanities, ſaith t he Preacher, vanity of Va- 
nities, all 1 is Vanity. Verſ. 2. 


I communed with mine own 1 Heart, ſaying, Lo, Iam 
come to great Eſtate, and have gotten more Wiſ- 
dom, than all they that have been before me in Je- 
ruſalem: Yea, my Heart had great Experience WE” * 

| Wiſdom and NED Verl. 16. 


| He ſpake of Trees, from the Cedar. Tree chat is in Ce 


banon, even unto the Hyſſo 9 that ſpringeth out of 
the Wall: he ſpake alſo of Beaſts, and of Fowl, 

and of creeping "Things, and of Fiſhes. 1 x Kings, 
Chap. IV. Verſ. 33. 


I know, chat 8 God doeth, it ſhall be for 


ever: nothing can be put to it, nor any ching taken 
from it; and God doth it, that Men ſhould fear 
before him. . Chap. III. Verl. 14. 


He hath made every thing beauriful in his Time: Al. 
—— he hath ſet the World in their Heart, ſo that no 
Man can find out the Work that God maketh from 

the Beginning to the End. Verſ. 11. 5 
* e r 


Texrs chiefly alluded to in this Book. 
For in much Wiſdom is much Grief: and he that i = 
Fat nk oo increaſeth Sorrow. Chap. I. 

Verſ. 1 


And further, by theſe, my Son, be admoniſhed: of 
making many Books there is no End; and much 
_ is a wearineſs of the Fleſh. 2 XII. 
Verl. 12. 
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E Sons of Men, with juſt Regard attend, 
Obſerve the Preacher , and believe the 
Friend, 


Thar kf we act, and all we chink i is vain. 


That in this Pil rimage of Sever ty Years, 


O'er Rocks of Pearls, and thro” Vales of Tears 
Deſtin'd to march, our doubtful Steps we tend, 


Iir'd with the Toll, yet fearful of it's End. 


That from the Womb we take our fatal Shares 

Of Follies, Paſſions, Labours, Tumults, Care 
And at Approach of Death ſhall only know 5 
The Truths, which from theſe penſive Numbers tow, 


| Thar we purſue falſe Joy, and ſuffer real Woe 


Happineſs, Object of that waking Dream, 
Which we call Life, miſtaking ; Fugitive Theme 


Of my purſui 1 Verſe, Ideal Shade, 


Notional Good, by Fancy only made, 


And by l radition nurs'd, fallacious Fire, 
Whoſe dancing Peams miſ-lead « our fond Deſire. 
11 


Cauſe 
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Cauſe of our Care, and Error of our Mind : 

O! had'ſt thou ever been by Heav'n defign'd 

To Adam, and his Mortal Race; the Boon 

Entire, had been reſerv'd for Solomon: 

On me the partial Lot had been beſtow'd; 

And in my Cup the golden Draught had flow'd. 
But O! e're yet original Man was made; 

E' re the Foundations of the Earth were laid; 

It was, opponent to our Search, ordain d, 

That Joy, ſtill ſought, ſhould never be attain d. 1 

This, fad Experience cites me to reveal ; | 

And what I dictate is from what I feel. | 
Born as I was, great David's fay'rite Son, 


Dear to my People, on the Hebrew Throne f 

Sublime, my Court with Ophir's Treaſures bleſt, . 
My Name extended to the fartheſt Eaſt, 

My Body cloth'd with every outward Grace, | 


Strength in my Limbs, and Beauty in my Face, 
My ſhining Thought with fruitful Notions crown'd, 
Quick my Invention, and my judgment ſound. 5 
Ariſe (I commun'd with my ſelf) ariſe; 
Think, to be Happy; to be Great, be Wiſe: 
Content of Spirit muſt from Science flow; 
For 'tis a Godlike Attribute, to know. 
I faid; and ſent my Edict thro' the Land: 
Around my Throne the Letter d Rabbins ſtand, 
Hiſtorick Leaves revolve, long Volumes ſpread, e 
The old diſcourſing, as the younger read: a 
Attent I heard, propos'd my — 4 and ſaid; 5 
The Veretable World, each Plant, and Tree, 
It's Seed, it's Name, it's Nature, it's Degree 
I am allow'd, as Fame reports, to know, 
From the fair Cedar, on the craggy Brow 
Of Lebanon nodding ſupremely ll, 
To creeping Moſs, and Hyſſop on the Wall: 
Yer juſt and conſcious ro my ſelf, I find 
A thouſand Doubts oppoſe the ſearching Mind. 
I know not why the Beach delights the Glade 
With Boughs extended, and a rounder Shade; 
e . Whilſt 
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Why does the Cypreſs flouriſh in the Shade? 


While in the lower Marſh the Gourd is found; 


Why does one Climate, and one Soil endue : 


Whence has the Tree (reſolve =) or the Flow'r 


Why ſhould one Earth, one Clime, one Stream, one 


We name the Senſitive, ſhould move and feel? 


And with quick Horror fly the neighb'ring Hand? 


Let with confeſs'd Magnificence deride 


The Cowſlip ſmiles, in brighter yellow dreſs d, 
Than that which veils the nubile Virgin's Breaſt. 
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Whilſt tow'ring Firrs in Conic forms ariſe, | 
And with a pointed Spear divide the Skies: 

Nor why again the changing Oak ſhould ſhed 

The yearly Honour of His ſtately Head : 

Whilſt the diſtinguiſh'd Tew is ever ſeen, 

Unchang'd his Branch, and permanent his Green. 
Wanting the Sun why does the Caltha fade? 


The Fir and Date, why love they to remain 
In middle Station and an even Plain; | 


And while the Hill with Olive ſhade is crown'd ? 


The bluſhing Poppy with a crimſon Hue 
Yer leave the Lilly pale, and tinge the Violet blue? 
Why does the fond Carnation love to ſhoot 
A various Colour from one Parent Root; 
While the fantaſtick Iulip ſtrives to break 
In two-fold Beauty, and a parted Streak? 
The twining Jaſmine, and the bluſhing Roſe, 
With laviſh Grace their Morning Scents diſcloſe : 
The ſmelling Tub'roſe and Junquele declare, 
The ſtronger Impulſe of an Evening Air. 
A various Inſtinct, or a diff rent Pow'r? 

Breath | : 
Raiſe this to Strength, and ſicken that to Death? 
Whence does it happen, that the Plant which well 


Whence know her Leaves to anſwer her Command, 
Along the Sunny Hank, or Wat'ry Mead, 

Ten thouland Stalks their various Bloſſoms ſpread : 

Peaceful and lowly in their native Soil, | 

They neither know to ſpin, nor care to toil z 


Our vile Attire, and Impotence of Pride. 


e's "we 
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A fairer Red ſtands bluſhing in the Roſe, 


| Than that which on the Bridegroom's Veſtment flows; 


Take but the humbleſt Lilly of the Field; 

And if our Pride will to our Reaſon yield, 

It muſt by ſure Compariſon be ſhown, 

That on the Regal Seat great David's Son, 
Array'd in all his Robes, and Types of Pow'r, 
Shines with leſs Glory, than that ſimple Flow'r. 
Of Fiſhes next, my Friends, I would enquire, 
How the mute Race engender, or reſpire 

From the ſmall Fry that glide on Jordan's Stream 
Unmark'd, a Multitude without a Name, 

To that Leviathan, who o'er the Seas =Y 
Immenſe rolls onward his imperuous Ways, 

And mocks the Wind, and in the Tempeſt = s. 
How they in warlike Bands march greatly fort 
From freezing Waters, and the colder North, 
To Southern Climes directing their Career, 

Their Station changing with th' inverted Year. - 
How all with — Knowledge are indu'd, 


To chuſe their proper Bed, and Wave, and Food: > : 
To guard their Spawn, and educate their Brood.) 


Of Birds, how each according to her Kind 
Proper Materials for her Neſt can find; 
And build a Frame, which deepeſt Thought in Man 
Would or amend, or imitate in vain. | 
How in ſmall Flights they know to try their Young, 
And teach the callow Child her Parent's Song. 


Why theſe frequent the Plain, and thoſe the Wood, 


Why ev'ry Land has her ſpecific Brood. 
Where the tall Craze, or winding Swallow goes, 
Fearful of gathering Winds, and falling Snows : 
If into Rocks, or hollow Trees they creep, 

In temporary Death confin'd to Sleep; 
Or conſcious of the coming Evil, fly 
To milder Regions, and a Southern Sky. | 
Of Beaſts and creeping Inſects ſhall we trace 
The wond'rous Nature, and the various Race; 
Or wild or tame, or Friend to Man or Foe, 
Of us what they, or what of them we know? 


Tell 
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Tell me, ye ſtudious, who pretend to ſee 
Far into Nature's Boſom, whence the Bee | 
Was firſt inform'd her vent'rous Flight to ſteer 
Thro' tractleſs Paths, and an Abyſs of Air. 
Whence ſhe avoids the ſlimy Marſh, and knows 
The fertile Hills, where ſweeter Herbage grows, ( 
And — Flowers their opening Buds diſ- ( 
cloſe. 

How from the thicken d Miſt, and ſetting Sun 
Finds ſhe the Labour of her Day is done? 
Who taught her againſt Winds and Rains to ſtrive, 
To bring her Burden to the certain Hive, 
And thro” the liquid Fields again to paſs 
Dutious, and hark'ning to the ſounding Braſs ? 

And, O thou Sluggard, tell me why the Ant 
Midſt Summer's Plenty thinks of Winter's want: 
By conſtant Journies careful to prepare 
Her Stores; and bringing home the Corny Ear, 
By what Inſtruction does ſhe bite the Grain, 
Leſt hid in Earth, and taking Root again, 
It might elude the Foreſight of her Care? 
Diſtin& in either Inſect's Deed appear 
The 1 of Thought, Contrivance, Hope, and 
| car. | 

Fix thy corporeal, and internal Eye, = 

On the young Gnat, or Mane 25 F Fly; 
On the vile Worm, that Yeſterday began 
To crawl; thy Fellow-Creatures, abject Man! 
Like thee they breath, they move, they taſt, they ee, 
They ſhow their Paſſions by their Acts like thee: 
Darting their Stings, 2 previouſly declare 
Deſign'd Revenge, and fierce intent of War: 
Laying their Eggs, they evidently prove 
The Genial Power, and full Effect of Love. 
Each then has Organs to digeſt his Food, 
One to beget, and one receive the Brood. | 
Has Limbs and Sinews, Blood and Heart, and Brain, 
Life, and her proper Functions to ſuſtain; 
Tho' the — Fabric ſmaller than a Grain. 12 
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W hat more can our penurious Reaſon grant 
To the large Whale, or Caſtled Elephant, 
To thoſe enormous Terrors of the Nile, 
The creſted Snabe, and long-tail'd Crocodile, 
Than chat all differ but in Shape and Name, 
Each deſtin'd to a leſs, or larger Frame? 

For potent Nature loves a various Act, 

Prone to enlarge, or ſtudious to contract: 
Now ſorms her Work too ſmall, now too immenſe, 
And ſcorns the Meaſures of our feeble Senſe. 
The Object ſpread too far, or rais'd too high, 
Denies it's real Image to the Eye: 
Too little, it eludes the dazl'd Sight; 
Becomes mixt Blackneſs, or unparted Light. 
Water and Air the varied Form confound; 


The Strait looks crooked, and the Square grows round. 


Thus while with fruitleſs Hope, and weary Pain, 
We ſeek great Nature's Power, bur ſeek in vain; 
Safe firs the Goddeſs in her dark Retreat; 

Around her, myriads of Ideas wait, 
And endleſs Shapes, which the myſterious Queen 
Can take or quit, can alter or retain: n 
As from our loſt Purſuit ſhe wills to hide 
Her cloſe Decrees, and chaſten human Pride. 

Untam'd and fierce the Tiger ſtill remains: 

He tires his Life in biting on his Chains: = 
For the kind Gifts of Water, and of Food, 
Ungrateful, and returning Ill for Good, 
He ſeeks his Keeper's Fleſh, and thirſts his Blood: 
While the ſtrong Camel, and the gen'rous Horſe, 
Reſtrain d and aw'd by Man's inferior Force, 

Do to the Rider's Will their Rage ſubmir, 

And anſwer to the Spur, and own the Bit; 

Stretch their glad Mouths to meet the Feeder's Hand, 
Pleas'd with his Weight, and proud of his Command. 
ain: the lonely Fox roams far abroad, 

On ſecret Rapine bent, and Midnight Fraud ; 
Now haunts the Cliff, now traverſes the Lawn; 
And flies the hated Neighbourhood of Man: 


While 
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While the kind Spaniel, and the faithful Hound, 


Likeſt chat Fox in Shape and Species found, 
Refuſes thro” theſe Cliffs and Lawns to roam; 
Purſues the nored Path, and covers home ; 
Does with kind Joy Domeſtic Faces meet; 
Takes what the glutred Child denies to eat; 
And dying, licks his long-lov'd Maſter's Feet. 
By what immediate Cauſe they are inclin'd, 


In many Acts, tis hard, I own, to find. 


I ſee in others, or I think I ſee, 

Thar ſtri& their Principles, and our's agree. 
Evil like us they ſhun, and covet Good; 
Abhor the Poiſon, and receive the Food. 

Like us they love or hate: like us os know, 
To joy the Friend, or grapple with the Foe. 


And uſe the Means proportion'd to the End. 
Then vainly the Philoſopher avers, 


With ſeeming Thought their Action they intend, 


That Reaſon guides our Decd, and Inſtinct their's. | 


How can we juſtly diff rent Cauſes frame, 
When the Effects entirely are the ſame ? 
Inſtinct and Reaſon how can we divide? 


Tis the Fool's Ign'rance, and the Pedant's Pride. 


With the ſame Folly ſure, Man vaunts his Sway : 


If the brute Beaſt refuſes ro obey. 

For tell me, when the empry Boaſter's Word 
Proclaims himſelf the univerſal Lord; 

Does he not tremble, left the Lions Paw 


Should join his Plea againſt the fancy'd Law? 
Would nor the learned Coward leave the Chair; : 


If in the Schools or Porches ſhould appear 
The fierce Hyena, or the foaming Bear? 
The Combatant too late the Field declines ; 


When now the Sword is girded to his Loins. 


When the ſwift Veſſel flies before the Wind; 
Too late the Sailor views the Land behind. 
And tis too late now back again to bring 
Enquiry, rais d and row'ring on the Wing; 
Forward ſhe ſtrives, averſe to be with-held 
From nobler Objects, and a larger Field. 


Conl- 
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Conſider with me this Ætherial Space, 
Yiclding to Earth and Sea the middle Place. 
Anxious I ask ye, how the Penſile Ball 
Should never ſtrive to riſe, nor fear to fall. 
When I reflect, how the revolving Sun 
Does round our Globe his crooked Journies run; 
I doubt of many Lands, if they contain 
Or Herd of Beaſt, or Colony of Man: 

If any Nations pals their deſtin'd Days 
Beneath the Neighb' ring Sun's directer Rays: 
If any ſuffer on . © Polar Coaſt, 

The Rage of Arctos, and eternal Froſt. 

May not the Pleaſure of Omnipotence 
To each of theſe ſome ſecret Good diſpenſe? 
Thoſe who amidſt the Torrid Regions live, 
May they not Gales unknown to us receive; 

See daily Show'rs rejoice the thirſty Earth, 
And bleſs the flow'ry Buds ſucceeding Birth ? 
May they not pity us, condemn'd to bear 
The various Heay'n of an obliquer Sphere; 
While by fix'd Laws, and with a juſt Return, 
They feel twelve Hours that ſhade, for twelve that burn; 


And praiſe the neighb' ring Sun, whoſe conſtant Flame 


Enlightens them with Seaſons ſtill the ſame? 

And may not thoſe, whoſe diſtant Lot is caſt 
North beyond Tartary's extended Waſte, 
Where thro' the Plains of one continual Day, 
Six ſhining Months purſue their even Way; 
And fix ſucceeding urge their dusky Flight, 
Obſcur'd with Vapors and o'erwhelm'd in Night; | 
May nor, I ask, the Natives of theſe Climes | 
(As Annals may inform ſucceeding pans” 


Their own Viciſſitude, and equal Share 

Of Day and Night, diſparred thro? the Year ? 
May they not ſcorn our Sun's repeated Race, 

| To narrow Bounds preſcrib'd, and little Space, 


To our Quotidian Change of Heay'n prefer ? | 


Haſt ning from Morn, and headlong driv'n from Noon, F 


Half of our daily Toil yer ſcarcely done ? 
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May chey not juſtly to our Climes upbraid 
e of Night, and penury of Shade; | 
That e're our weary'd Limbs are juſtly bleſt 1 
With wholeſom Sleep, and neceſlary Reſt; 
Another Sun demands return of Care, 
The remnant Toil of Yeſterday to bear ? | 
Whilſt, when the Solar Beams ſalute their Sight, 
Fold and ſecure in half a Year of Light, 
Uninterrupted Voyages they take 
To the remoteſt Wood, and fartheſt Lake; 
Manage the Fiſhing, and purſue the Courſe 
With more extended Nerves, and more continu'd Force. 
And when declining Day forſakes their Sky; 
When gath' ring Clouds ſpeak gloomy Winter nigh 3 
With Plenty for the coming $eaſon bleſt, 
Six ſolid Months (an Age) they live, releas'd 
From all the Labor, Proceſs, Clamor, Woe, 
Which our ſad Scenes of daily Action know: 
They light the ſhining Lamp, prepare the Feaſt, 
And with full Mirth receive the welcome Gueſt ; 
Or tell their tender Loves (the only Care 
| Which now they ſuffer) to the lift 'ning Fair; 
7 And rais'd in Pleaſure, or repos'd in Eaſe 
(Grateful Alternates of ſubſtantial Peace) 
They bleſs the long Nocturnal Influence ſhed 
On the crown'd Goblet, and the Genial Fed. 
In foreign Iſles which our Diſcov'rers find, 
Far from this length of Continent disjoin d, 
Ihe rugged Bears, or ſpotted Lynx's brood ; 
Frighten the Vallies, and infeſt the Wood: 
The hungry Crocodile, and hiſſing Snake 
= Lurk in the troubl'd Stream and y Brake : 
: And Man untaught, and rav'nous as the Beaſt, 


Does Valley, Wood, and Brake, and Stream infeſt. 
* Deriv'd theſe Men and Animals their Birth | 
From Trunk of Oak, or pregnant Womb of Earth? 
| Whence then the old Belief, chat all began | 
In Eden's Shade, and one created Man? 

Or grant, this Progeny was wafted o'er | 
By coaſting Boats from next adjacent Shoar : 


| Would | 
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Would thoſe, from whom we will ſuppoſe they ſpring, 
Slaughter to harmleſs Lands, and Poiſon bring? 
Would they on Board or Bears, or Lynxes take, 
Feed the She- Adder, and the brooding Snake ? 

Or could they think the new Diſcover'd Iſle 

| Pleas'd to receive a pregnant Crocodile? 

And ſince the Savage Lineage we muſt trace 

From Noah ſav' d, and his diſtinguiſh'd Race; 
How ſhould their Fathers happen to forget 
The Arts which Noah taught, the Rules he ſet, 
To ſow the Glebe, to plant the gen' rous Vine, 
And load with N Flames the holy Shrine ? 
While the great Sire's unhappy Sons are found, 
Unpreſs'd their Vintage, and untill'd their Ground, 
Straggling o'er Dale and Hill in queſt of Food, 
And rude of Arts, of Virtue, and of God. 
How ſhall we next o'er Earth and Seas purſue 
The vary'd Forms of ev'ry thing we view; 
Thar all is chang'd, tho? all is 25 the ſame, 
Fluid the Parts, yet durable the Frame? | 
Of thoſe Materials, which have been confeſs'd 
The priſtine Springs, and Parents of the reſt, 
Each becomes other. Water ſtop'd gives Birth 
To Graſs and Plants, and thickens into Earth: 
Diffus'd it rifes in a higher Sphere; 
Dilates it's Drops, and ſoftens into Air: 
Thoſe finer Parts of Air again aſpire; 
Move into Warmth, and brighten into Fire: 
That Fire once more by thicker Air o'ercome, 
And downward forc'd, in Earth's capacious Womb 
Alters it's Particles; is Fire no more; | 
Bur lies Reſplendent Duſt, and ſhining Ore; 
Or running thro” the mighty Mother's Veins, 
Changes it's Shape; puts off it's old Remains; 
With wat'ry Parts it's leſſen'd Force divides ; 
Flows into Waves, and riſes into Tides. 

1 N Streams ſhall from their Channels fly, 
And deep ſurcharg'd by ſandy Mountains lye, 
Obſcurely ſepulcher d. By eating Rain, 
And furious Wind, down to the diſtant Plain 


The 


And from the handful, which the Tiller ſows, 
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The Hill, that hides his Head above the Skies, 
Shall fall: The Plain by flow Degrees ſhall riſe 
Higher than er'ſt had ſtood the Summir-Hill : | 
For Time muft Nature's great Beheſts fulfill. | h 
Thus by a length of Years, and change of Fate, 1 
All Things are light or heavy, ſmall or great: i 
Thus Jordan's Waves ſhall future Clouds appear, | 
And Egęypt's Pyramids refine to Air. | | 
Thus later Age ſhall ask for Piſon's Flood: 
And Travellers enquire, where Babel ſtood. 
Now where we ſee theſe Changes often fall, 
Sedate we paſs them by, as Natural: | 
Where to our Eye more rarely they appear, 
The pompous Name of Prodigy they bear : 
Let active Thought theſe cloſe Mæanders trace, 
Let human Wit their dubious Bound' ries place. 
Are all Things Miracle; or nothing ſuch ? 
And prove we not too little, or too much ? 
For that a Branch cut off, a wither d Rod 
Should at a Word pronounc'd revive and bud: 
Is this more ſtrange, than that the Mountain's Brow, 
Strip'd by December's Froſt, and white with Snow, 
Should puſh, in Spring, ten thouſand thouſand Buds; 
And boaſt returning Leaves, and blooming Woods ? 
That each ſucc:ſſive Night from opening Heav'n 
The Food of Angels ſhould to Man be giv'n; 
ls this more ſtrange, than that with common Bread 
Our fainting Bodies every Day are fed 
Than that each Grain and Seed eonſum'd in Earth, 
Raiſes it's Store, and multiplies it's Birth; 
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Ihe labour'd Fields rejoice, and future Harveſt lows? 
Then from whatc'er we can to Senſe produce, 
Common and plain, or wond'rous and abſtruſe, 
From Nature's conſtant or Eccentric Laws, | 

| The thoughrful Soul this gen'ral Influence draws, > 

| Thar an Effect muſt preſuppoſe a Cauſe, | > 
And while ſhe does her upward Flight ſuſtain, 
{ Touching each Link of the continu'd Chain, 


At | | 
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At length ſhe is oblig'd and forc'd to ſee 
A Firſt, a Source, a Life, a Deity; | 
What has for ever been, and muſt for ever be. 
This great Exiſtence thus by Reaſon found, 
Bleſs'd by all Pow'r, with all Perfection crown'd: 
How can we bind or limit his Decree, 
By what our Ear has heard, or Eye may ſee? 
Say then: Is all in Heaps of Water loſt, | 
Beyond the Iſlands, and the Midland Coaſt ? 
Or has that God, who gave our World it's Birth, 
Sever'd thoſe Waters by ſome other Earth, 
Countries by future Plow-ſhares to be torn, 
And Cities rais'd by Nations yet unborn? | 
E're the progreſſive Courſe of reſtleſs Age 
Performs three thouſand Times it's Annual Stage ; 
May not our Pow'r and Learning be ſuppreſt ; 
And Arts and Empire learn to travel Weſt ? 
Where, by the Strength of this Idea charm'd, 


Lighren'd with Glory, and with Rapture warm'd, 


Aſcends my Soul? what feces ſhe white and great 
Amidſt ſubjected Seas? An Iſle, the Seat 
Of Pow'r and Plenty; her Imperial Throne, 
For juſtice and for Mercy ſought and known; 
Virtues Sublime, great Attributes of Heav'n, 
From thence to this diſtinguſh'd Nation giv'n. 
Yer farther Weſt the Weſtern Iſle extends 
Her happy Fame; her Armed Fleers ſhe ſends 

| To Climates folded yet from human Eye; 
And Lands, which we imagine Wave and Sky. 
From Pole to Pole ſhe hears her Acts reſound, 
And rules an Empire by no Ocean bound; 
Knows her Ships anchor'd, and her Sails unfurl'd 
In other Indies, and a ſecond World. 

Long ſhall Britannia (that muſt be her Name]) 
Be firſt in Conqueſt, and preſide in Fame: 
Long ſhall her favour'd Monarchy engage 
The Teeth of Envy, and the Force of Age: 
Rever'd and Happy the ſhall long remain, 

Of Human Things leaſt changeable, leaſt vain. 


Yet 


Let 


And Earth perceives the A 
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Yer all muſt with the gen'ral Doom comply ; 

And this great Glorious Pow'r, tho? laſt, muſt dye; 
Now let us leave this Earth, and lift our Eye 

To the large Convex of yon” Azure Sky: 


| Behold it like an ample Curtain ſpread, 


Now fſtreak'd and glowing with the Morning Red; 
Anon at Noon in flaming Yellow bright, 

And chuſing Sable for the peaceful Night. 

Ask Reaſon now, whence Light and Shade were giv'n, 
And whence this great Variety of Heav'n: 


| Reaſon our Guide, what can ſhe more reply, 


Than that the Sun illuminates the Sky; 
Than chat Night riſes from his abſent Ray, 
And his returning Luſtre kindles Day? 

But we expect the Morning Red in vain: 
"Tis hid in Vapours, or obſcur'd by Rain. 
The noontide Yellow we in vain require: 
"Tis black in Storm, or red in Lightning Fire. 
Pitchy and dark the Night ſometimes appears, 
Friend to our Woe, and Parent of our Fears: 
Our Joy and Wonder ſometimes ſhe excites, 
With Stars unnumber'd, and eternal Lights. 


Send forth, ye Wiſe, ſend forth your Lab'ring Thought: 


Let it return with empty Notions fraught, 
Of airy Columns every Moment broke, 5 


Of circling Whirlpools, and of Spheres of Smoke: 
Let this Solution but once more affords 
New Change of Terms, and ſcaffolding of Words: 
ln other Garb my Queſtion I receive; e 
And take the Dgubt the very ſame I gave. 


Lo! as a Gant ſtrong the luſty Sun 


| war ior Rounds in one great Round does run, 
; Twofold his Courſe, yer conſtant his Career, 
| Changing the Day, and finiſhing the Year. 


Again when his —— Orb retires, 
ſence of his Fires; 


The Moon affords us her alternate Ray, 
And with kind Beams diſtributes fainter Day: 
| Yer keeps the Stages of her Monthly Race, 
Various her Beams, and changeable her Face. 


Each 
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Each Planer ſhining in his proper Sphere, C 
Does with juſt Speed his radiant Voyage ſteer: \ 
Each ſees his Lamp with diff'rent Luſtre crown'd : B 
Each knows his Courſe with diff rent Periods bound; / 
And in his Paſſage thro” the liquid Space, * 
Nor haſtens, nor retards his Netghbour's Race. "A 
Now ſhine theſe Planets with ſubſtantial Rays ? 
Does innate Luſtre gild their meaſur d Days? A 
Or do they (as your Schemes, I think, have ſhown) v 

Dart furtive Beams, and Glory not their own, E: 

All Servants to that Source of Light, the Sun? 9 
Again I ſee ten thouſand thouſand Stars, W 

Nor caſt in Lines, in Circles, nor in Squares: W 

(Poor Rules, with which our bounded Mind is fill'd, In 

When we would plant or cultivate, or build) 

But ſhining with ſuch vaſt, ſuch various Light, Is 
As ſpeaks the Hand, that form'd them, Infinite: Tt 
How mean the Order and Perfection ſought An 
In the beſt Product of the human Thought, * 
Compar'd to the great Harmony that mp Bo 
In what the Spirit of the World ordains! | Th 
| Now if the Sun to Earth tranſmits his Ray, Th 

Let does not ſcorch us with too fierce a Day; A] 
How ſmall a Portion of his Pow'r is giv'n fs 

To Orbs more diſtant, and remoter Heav'n? Tha 
And of thoſe Stars, which our imperfect Eye The 
Has doom'd and fix'd to one Eternal Sky, Wa: 
Each by a native ſtock of Honour great, | W The 
May darr ſtrong Influence, and diffuſe kind Heart, Tha 
It ſelf a Sun; and with tranſmiſſive Light Ih 
Enliven Worlds deny'd to human Sight; 2 

Around the Circles of their ambient Skies And 
New Moons may grow or wane, may ſet or riſe; Onl 
And other Stars may to thoſe Suns be Earths; 1 

| Give their own Elements their proper Births; Law 
Divide their Climes, or elevate their Pole; MW Enau 
| See their Lands flouriſh, and their Oceans roll; | Thi, 

Vet theſe great Orbs thus radically bright, L For 1 


Primitive Founts, and Origins of Light, 
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Makes or their Diſtance, or their Height appe⸗ 

Be ſeen a nobler, or inferior Star oY * | 

15 And in that Space, which we call Air and Sky, 
Myriads of Earths, and Moons, and Suns may lye \ 
Unmeaſur'd, and unknown by human Eye. 

In vain we meaſure this amazing Sphere, 
And find and fix it's Centre here or there; 
Whilſt it's CircumPrence, ſcorning to be brought 
Ev'n into fancy'd Space, illudes our vanquiſh'd Thought. 
| Where then are all the radiant Monſters driv'n, 
With which your Gueſſes fill'd the frighten'd Heay'n > 

1 Where will their fictious Images remain? 

'd, In Paper Schemes, and the Chaldean's Brain. 

This Problem yet, this Offspring of a Gueſs, 

Let us for once a Child of Truth confeſs; 
That theſe fair Stars, theſe Objects of Delight, 
And Terror, to our ſearching dazl'd Sight, 

Are Worlds immenſe, unnumber'd, infinite. 

But do theſe Worlds diſplay their Beams, or guide 
Their Orbs, to ſerve thy Uſe, to pleaſe thy Pride? 
Thy ſelf but Duſt, thy Stature but a Span, 

A Moment thy Duration; fooliſh Man! 

As well may the minuteſt Emmet fay, | 

That Caucaſus was rais'd, to pave his Way: 

The Snail, that Lebanon's extended Wood 

Was deſtin'd only for his Walk, and Food: 

The vileſt Cockle, gaping on the Coaſt 

ö That rounds the ample Seas, as well may boaſt, 

II be craggy Rock projects above the Sky, 

! Thar he in Safety at it's Foot may lye; 55 

And the whole Ocean's confluent Waters ſwell, 

Only to quench his Thirſt, or move and blanch his Shell. 

1A higher Flight the vent'rous Goddeſs tries, 

Leaving material Worlds, and local Skies 

1 Enquires, what are the Beings, where the Space, 

That form'd and held the Angels ancient Race. 

For Rebel Lucifer with Michael fought: 

| (I offer only what Tradition taught 


Em- 


May 
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Embattl'd Cherub againſt Cherub roſe; wh 1 
Did Shield ro Shield, and Pow'r to Pow'r one : 1 
Heav'n rung with Triumph: Hell was fill'd with F 
- Woes. | | C 
What were theſe Forms, of which your Volumes tell, 
How ſome fought great, and others recreant fell ? E 
Theſe bound to bear an everlaſting Load, B 
Durance of Chain, and Baniſhment of God: B 
By fatal Turns their wretched Strength to tire; | 
Io ſwim in ſulph'rous Lakes, or land on ſolid Fire: 8 
While thoſe exalted to primæval Li ht, H 
Exceſs of Bleſſing, and ſupreme Delight, T 
Only perceive ſome little Pauſe of Joys T 
is hk great Moments, when their God imploys T] 
Their Miniſtry, to pour his threaten'd Hate W 
On the proud King, or the rebellious State : W 
Or to reverſe Jehovah's high Command, Dc 
And ſpeak the Thunder falling from his Hand, Or 
When to his Duty the proud King returns; 
And the Rebellious State in Aſhes mourns. An 
How can good Angels be in Heav'n confin'd, WI 
Or view | Preſence, whick no Space can bind ? Fre 
Is God above, beneath, or yon', or here? Fro 
He who made all, is he not ev'ry where? Fro 
O how can wicked Angels find a Night Fro 
Fo dark, to hide em from that piercing Light, Alo 
Which form'd the Eye, and gave £ Pow'r of Sight ? Fro! 
What mean I now of Angel, when I hear Thr 
Firm Body, Spirit pure, or fluid Air? Fror 
Spirits to Action ſpiritual confin d, Thai 
Friends to our Thought, and Kindred to our Mind, Fron 
Should only act and prompt us from within, This 
Nor by external Eye be ever ſeen. Terr 
Was it not therefore to our Fathers known, Witt 


That theſe had Appetite, and Limb, and Bone? | Fron 
Elſe how could 4bram waſh their weary'd Feet; Enlig 
Or Sarah pleaſe their Taſte with ſav'ry Meat? Ange 
Whence ſhould they fear + or why did Lot engage All of 
To fave their Bodies from abuſive Rage? Lift 1 

| | ” An Who 


——— — —— — 
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And how could Jacob, in a real Fight, neg 
Feel or reſiſt the wreſtling Angel's Might? 
How could a Form it's Strength with Matter try? 
Or how a Spirit touch a Mortal's Thigh? 
I, & Now are they Air condens'd, or gather'd Rays? 
How guide they then our Pray'r, or keep our Ways, 
By ſtronger Blaſts ſtill ſubject to be toſt, 
By Tempeſts ſcatter d, and in Whirlwinds loſt ? 
Have they again (as ſacred Song proclaims) 
©: Subſtances real, and exiſting Frames? 
| How comes it, ſince with them we jointly ſhare 
The great Effect of one Creator's Care; N 
| That whilſt our Bodies ficken, and decay, 
$ Their's are for ever healthy, young, and gay ? 
Why, whilſt we ſtruggle in this Vale beneath, 
With Want and Sorrow, with Diſeaſe and Death; 
Do they more bleſs d perperual Life employ 
On Songs of Pleaſure, and in Scenes of Joy? 
Now when my Mind has all this World ſurvey'd, 
And found, that nothing by it ſelf was made; 
When Thought has rais d it ſelf by juſt Degrees, 
12 From Vallies crown'd with Flo w' rs, and Hills with Trees; 
From ſmoaking Min'rals, and from riſing Streams; 
From fatt'ning Nilas, or victorious Thames; 
| : From all the Living, that four-foored move 
t? 


„ 


Along the Shoar, the Meadow, or the Grove; 
From all that can with Finns, or Feathers fly 
Thro' the Aerial, or the War'ry Sky; 
From the poor Reptile with a reas'ning Soul, 
Thar miſerable Maſter of the whole; 
Mind, From this great Object of the Body's Eye, 
This fair half-round, this ample azure Sky, 
Terribly large, and wonderfully bright 
Wich Stars unnumber'd, and unmeaſur'd Light; . 
2 From Eſſences unſeen, Celeſtial Names, 
t; Enlight' ning Spirits, and miniſterial Flames, 
ü Angels, Dominions, Potentates, and Thrones, 
gage All chat in each Degree the Name of Creature owns : 
Lift we our Reaſon to that ſov'reign Cauſe, : 
An Who bleſtthe whole withLife,and bounded 2 
„ I wt Who 
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Who forth from nothing call'd this comely Frame, 
His Will and Act, his Word and Work the ſame; 
To whom a thouſand Years are but a Day; ? 
Who bad the Light her genial Beams diſplay; 
And fer the Moon, and taught the Sun his Way: 
Who waking Time, his Creature, from the Source 
Primæval, order'd his predeſtin'd Courſe: 
Himſelf, as in the Hollow of his Hand, 
Holding, obedient to his high Command, 
The deep Abyſs, the long continu d Store, 
Where Months, and Days, and Hours, and Minutes ( 
our 
Their floating Parts, and thenceforth are no more. 
This Alpha and Omega, firſt and laſt, 
Who like the Potter in a Mould has caſt 
The World's great Frame, commanding it to be 
Such as the Eyes of Senſe and Reaſon ſee; 
Yer if he wills, may change or ſpoil the whole; : 


a. 
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May take yon' beauteous, myſtic, ſtarry Roll, 

And burn it, like an uſeleſs parchment Scroll: 

May from it's Baſis in one Moment pour 
This melted Ea — 
Like liquid Metal, and like burning Oar: 

Who ſole in Pow'r, at the Beginning ſaid; | 
Let Sea, and Air, and Earth, and Heav'n be made: 
And it was ſo —— And when he ſhall ordain 

In other Sort, has but to ſpeak again, 

And they ſhall be no more: Of this great Theme, 
This glorious, hallow'd, everlaſting Name, 
This Gcd, I would diſcourſe 
Ihe learned Elders far appall'd, amaz'd; 
And each with mutual Look on other gaz'd. 
Nor Speech they meditate, nor Anſwer frame : 

Too plain, alas! their Silence ſpake their Shame: 
Till one, in whom an outward Mien appear'd, 
And Turn 1 to the vulgar Herd, 
Began; that human Learning's furtheſt Reach 
Was but to note the Doctrines I could teach; 

That mine to ſpeak, and their's was to obey : 

For I in Knowledge more, than Pow'r did ſway 3 F 


— 


His Folly with connected Leaves to ſhade; 
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And the aſtoniſh'd World in me be beheld 
Moſes eclips'd, and Jeſſe's Son excell'd. 
Humble a Second bow'd, and took the Word ; 


Foreſaw my Name by future Age ador'd. 


O live, ſaid he, thou wiſeſt of the Wile! 
As None has equall'd, None ſhall ever rife 
Excelling thee 55 

Parent of wicked, Bane of honeſt Deeds, 
Pernicious Flatt'ry! thy malignant Seeds 
In an ill Hour, and by a fatal Hand 
Sadly diffus d o'er Virtue's Gleby Land, 
With riſing Pride amidſt the Corn appear, 


And choak the Hopes and Harveſt of the Year. 


And now the whole perplex'd ignoble Crowd, 
Mute to my Queſtions, in my Praiſes loud, 
Echo'd the Word: Whence Things aroſe, or how 
They thus exiſt, the apteſt nothing know : 

Whar yer is not, bur is ordain'd to be, 


All Veil of Doubt apart, the dulleſt fe. 


My Prophets, and my Sophiſts finiſh'd here 


Their civil Efforts of the Verbal War : 


Not ſo my Rabbins, and Logicians yield: 
Retiring ſill they combat: From the Field 
Of open Arms unwilling they depart, 

And ſculk behind the Subterfuge of Arr. 

To ſpeak one Thing mix'd Dialects they join; 
Divide t the Simple, and the Plain define; 


Fix'd fancy'd Laws, and form imagin'd Rules, 


Terms of their Art, and Jargon of their Schools, 
Ill grounded Maxims by falſe Gloſs enlarg'd, 
And captious Science againſt Reaſon charg'd. 
Soon their crude Notions with each I fought : 
The adverſe Sect deny'd, what this had taught; 
And he ar lengrh the ampleſt Triumph gain'd, 
Who contradicted what the laſt maintain d. 
O wretched Impotence of human Mind! 
We erring ſtill Excuſe for Error find; 


And darkling grope, not knowing we are blind. | 


Vain Man! fince firſt thy bluthing Sire effay' e 


I's How 
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How does the Crime of thy reſembling Race 
Wich like Attempt that priſtine Error trace? ä 
Too plain chy nakedneſs of Soul eſpy d, 
Why doſt thou ſtrive the conſcious Shame to hide 
By Masks of Eloquence, and Veils of Pride? 
With ourward Smiles their Flarr'ry I receiv'd ; 
Own'd my fick Mind by their Diſcourſe reliev d; 
But bent and inward to my ſelf again 
Perplex'd, theſe Matters I revoly'd; in vain. 
My Search till tir d, my Labour ſtill renew'd, 
Ar length 1 Ignorance, and Knowledge view'd, | 
Imparnal ; both in equal Ballance laid: 


Light flew the knowing Scale; the doubtful heavy 


weigh'd. 

Forc'd by refleftive Reaſon I confeſs, 
That human Science is uncertain gueſs. 
Alas! we graſp at Clouds, and bear the Air, 
Vexing chat Spirit we intend to clear. 
Can Thought beyond the Bounds of Matter climb? 
Or who ſhall tell me, what is Space or Time? 
In vain we lift up our preſumptuous Eyes 
To what our Maker to their Ken denies: 
The Searcher follows faſt ; the Obje& faſter flies. 


Seduces only the bewilder'd Mind 

To fruitleſs Search of ſomething yet behind. 
Various Diſcuſſions teaf our heated Brain: 
Opinions often turn; ſtill Doubts remain; 

And who indulges Thought, increaſes Pain. 
Hao narrow Limits were to Wiſdom giv'n? 
Earth ſhe ſurveys: She thence would meaſure Heay'n : 
Thro' Miſts obſcure, now wings her tedious Way; 
Now wanders dazPd with too bright a Day; 

And from the Summir of a parhleſ Coaſt 


The little which imperfe&ly wg find, 
3 
3 


Sees Infinite, and in that Sight is loſt. 


Remember, that the curs'd Deſire to know, 
Off- ſpring of Adam, was thy Source of Woe. 
Why wilt thou then renew the vain Purſuit, 
And rafhly catch at the forbidden Fruit ? 


28292 
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With empry Labour and eluded Strife | 
: Seeking, by Knowledge, to atrain to Life; 


For ever 2 that fatal Tree debarr d, 
Which flaming Swords and angry C herubs guard. 
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The ARGUMENT. 


C OLOMO N again ſeeking Happineſs, Ii 
8 enquires if Wealth and Greatneſs can 
produce it: Begins with the Magnifi- 
ceernce of Gardens and Buildings, the Lux- In 
| ury of Muſic and Feaſting ; and proceeds 
do the Hopes and Deſires of Love. In II n 
two Epiſodes are ſhewn the Follies and Y 
Troubles of that Paſſion. Solomen till 
_ diſappointed, falls under the Temptations 0 
of Libertiniſm and Idolatry; recovers his d 
- Thought, reaſons aright, and concludes, S 
that as to the Purſuit of Pleaſure, and Y 
ſenſual Delight, All is Vanity and vexati- J 
. : 7 
5 n 


TEXTS 


NR 


TEXTS chiefly alluded to in this BOOK: 


I faid in my own Heart, go to now, I will prove 
thee with Mirth ; therefore enjoy Pleaſure. Eccle- 
ſiaſtes, Chap. II. Verl. 1. 


ls, I made me great Works, I builded me Houſes, I plant- 
an ed me Vineyards. Verſ. 4. 


x- Il made me Gardens and Orchards, and I planted Trees 
ds in them of all kind of Fruits. Verſ. 5. 


In II made me Pools of Water, to water therewith the 
nd Wood that bringeth forth Trees. Verſ. 6. 


Then I looked on all the Works that my Hands had 
INS wrought, and on the Labour that I had laboured to 
his do: And behold, all was Vanity, and Vexation of 
es, Spirit; and there was no Profit under the Sun. 
nd Verſ. 11. 8 5 


gat me Men- ſingers and Women; ingers, and the 
Delights of the Sons of Men, as muſical Inftru- 
ments, and that of all Sorts. Verſ. 8. 


| ſought in mine Heart to give my ſelf unto Wine (yet 
acquainting mine Heart with Wiſdom) and to bo 
hold on Folly, till I might ſee what was that good 
for the Sons of Men, which they ſhould do under 
Heaven, all the Days of their Life. Verſ. 3. 


Then I faid in my Heart, as it happeneth unto the 
Fool, fo it happeneth even unto Me; and why was 
I then more Wiſe? Then I faid in my Heart, that 
this alſo is Vanity. Verſ. 15. „* 
„ | There- 


8 


TEx rs chiefly alluded to in this Book. 


Therefore I hated Life, becauſe the Work that is 
wrought under the Sun i is grievous unto me. . 
IL Veri. 27. | 


Dead Flies cauſe the Ointmenr to ſend forth a Rink: 
ing Savour: ſo doth the little Folly him thas is in 


| Reputation for Wiſdom and Honour, Chap. X. 
Verſ. 1, | 


The Memory of the Juſt is bleſſed, but che Memory 
— 0 an Wicked ſhall rot. Proverbs, Chap. X. 
Verl. 7, | 


PLEA- 
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SECOND BOOK. 


RY then, O Man, the Moments to de- 
ceive, N 5 
That from the Womb attend thee to 
the Grave: . 
For weary'd Nature find ſome apter 
n 
2 thy Hope; and r be thy Theme: 
From the lexing and Ways, 
Where Sandy b ings Shaw: ras the ES Maze, 
Which Doubt perſuades to run, forewarn'd recede, 
To the gay Field, and flow'ry Path, that lead 
To jocund Mink ſoft Joy, and careleſs Eaſe: 
Forſake what may inſtru, for what may pleaſe : 
_ amuſing Art, and proud Expence; | 
make thy Reaſon ſubje& to thy Senſe. 
\- I commun d thus: the Power of Wealth I try'd, 
And all the various Luxe of coſtly Pride. 
Artiſts and Plans reliev'd my ſolemn Hours: 
I founded Palaces, and planted Bow'rs, 


Birds, 
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Birds, Fiſhes, Beaſts of each Exotick Kind 
I to the Limits of my Court confin'd. 
To Trees transferr'd I gave a ſecond Birth; 
And bid a foreign Shade grace Judah's Earth. 
Fiſh-ponds were made, where former Foreſts grew ; 
And Hills were levell'd ro exrend the View. 
Rivers diverted from their native Courſe, 
And bound with Chains of artificial Force, 
From large Caſcades in pleaſing Tumult roll'd ; 
Or roſe thro” figur'd Stone, or breathing Gold. 
From furtheſt 4frica's tormented Womb 
The Marble brought erects the ſpacious Dome; 
Or forms the Pillars long- extended Rows, 
On which the planted Grove, and penſile Garden grows. 
The Workmen here obey the Maſter's Call, 
To gild the Turret, and to paint the Wall; 
To mark the Pavement there with various Stone; 
And on the Jaſper Steps to rear the Throne: 
The ſpreading Cedar, that an Age had ſtood, 
Supreme of Trees, and Miſtreſs of the Wood, 
Cur down and carv'd, my ſhining Roof adorns; | 
And Lebanon his ruin'd Honour mourns. 
A thouſand Artiſts ſhew their cunning Pow'r, 
| To raiſe the Wonders of the Iv'ry Tow'r. 
A thouſand Maidens ply the purple Loom, 
To weave the Bed, and deck the Regal Room; 
Till Tyre confeſſes her exhauſted Store, 
Thar on her Coaſt the Murex is no more; 
Till from the Parian Iſle, and Lybia's Coaſt, _ 
The Mountains grieve their Hopes of Marble loſt; 
And India's Woods return their juſt Complaint, 
Their 3 8 9 of E _ 
M Defign with vaſt Expence atchiev d, 
1 * 4 beheld, admir d, reflected, griev'd. 
{ chid the Folly of my thoughtleſs Haſt : 
For, the Work Qed, the Joy was paſt. 
To my new Courts fad Thought did ſtill repair; 
And round my gilded Roofs hung hov'ring Care. 
In vain on filken Beds I ſought —_— 
And reſtleſs oft” from purple Couches roſe ; 


Vex- 
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Vexatious Thought till found my flying Mind, 

Nor bound by Limits, nor to Place confin'd ; 

Haunted my Nights, and terrify'd my Days ; 

Stalk'd thro' my Gardens, and purſu'd my Ways, ( 

Nor ſhut from artful Bow'r, nor loſt in windi 
Maze. 

Yer take thy Bent, my Soul; another Senſe 

Indulge; add Muſic to Magnificence : 

Eſſay, if Harmony may Grief controll ; 

Or Pow'r of Sound prevail upon the Soul. 
Often our Seers and Poets have confeſt, : 
That Muſic's Force can tame the furious Beaſt ; * 
Can make the Wolf, or foaming Boar reſtrain 
His Rage; the Lion ＋ creſted Mane, 
Attentive to the Song; the Lynx forget 

His Wrath to Man, and lick the Minſtrel's Feet. 
Are we, alas! leſs ſavage yet than theſe > 

Elſe Muſic ſure may human Cares appeaſe. 

I ſpake my Purpoſe; and the chearful Choir 
Parred their ſhares of Harmony : The Lyre 
Soften'd the Timbrel's Noiſe : the Trumpet's Sound 
Provok'd the Dorian Flute (both ſweerer found 
When mix'd:) the Fife the Viol's Notes refin'd ; 
And ev'ry Strength with ev'ry Grace was join'd. 
Each Morn they wak'd me with a ſprightly Lay: 
Of opening Heay'n they ſung, and gladſome Day, 
Each Evening their repeated Skill expreſsd d 
Scenes of Repoſe, and Images of Reſt : 

Yer ſtill in yain: for Muſic gather d Thought: 

But how unequal the Effects it brought > 

The ſoft Ideas of the chearful Note, 

Lightly receiv'd, were eaſily forgot. 

The ſolemn Violence of the graver Sound 

Knew to ſtrike deep, and leave a laſting Wound. 

And now reflecting, I with Grief deſcry 

The fickly Luft of the fantaſtic Eye; 

How the weak Organ is with Seeing cloy'd, 

Hying e're Night what it at Noon enjoy d. 

And now (unhappy ſearch of Thought!) I found 
The fickle Ear foon glutted with the Sound, 
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Condemn'd eternal Changes to purſue, 
Tir'd with the laſt, and eager of the new. 
I bad the Virgins and the Youth advance, 
To temper Muſic with the ſprightly Dance. 
In vain! too low the mimic-Motions ſeem: 
Whar takes our Heart, muſt merit our Eſteem. 
Nature, I thought, perform'd too mean a Part, 
Forming her Movements to the Rules of Art; 
And vex'd I found, that the Muſician's Hand 
Had o'er the Dancer's Mind too great Command. 
I drank: I lik'd it not: twas Rage; 'twas Noiſe; 
An airy Scene of tranſitory Joys. 
In vain I truſted, that the flowing Bowl 
Would baniſh Sorrow, and enlarge the Soul: 
To the late Revel, and protracted Feaſt 
Wild Dreams ſucceeded, and diforder'd Reſt ; 
And as at dawn of Morn fair Reaſon's Light 
Broke thro” the Fumes and Phantoms of * Night; 
What had been ſaid, I ask my Soul, what done; 
How flow d our Mirth, and whence the Source begun ? 
Perhaps the Jeſt that charm'd the ſprightly Croud, 
And made the Jovial Table laugh fo loud, 
To ſome falſe Notion ow'd it's poor Pretence, 
To an ambiguous Word's perverted Senſe, 
To a wild Sonnet, or a wanton Air, 
Offence and Torture to the ſober Er. 
Perhaps, alas! the pleaſing Stream was brought 
From this Man's Error, from another's Fault; 
From Topics which Good - nature would forget, 
— . e nah mention with the laſt regret. 
Add yer unnumber d Ills, that lie unieen 
In che pernicious Draught; the Word obſcene, = 
Or harſh, which once elanc'd muſt ever ly : 
Irrevocable ; the too prompt Reply, - | 
| Seed of ſevere Diſtruſt, and fierce Debate; 1 
| What we ſhould ſhun, and what we ought to hate. 
Add too the Blood impoveriſh'd, and the Courſe 
Of Health ſuppreſs'd, by Wine's continu'd Force. 
Unhappy Man! whom Sorrow thus and Rage 
„%— Ü. WO 
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Who drinks, alas! but to forget; nor ſees, 
That melancholy Sloath, ſevere Diſeaſe, 
Mem'ry confus'd, and interrupted Thought, 
Death's Harbingers, lye latent in the Draught: 
And in the Flow'rs that wreath the ſparkling Bowl, 
Fell Adders hiſs, and poys'nous Serpents roll. 
Remains there ought untry'd, that may remove 

Sickneſs of Mind, and heal the Boſom ? Love 
Love yet remains: Indulge his genial Fire, 
Cheriſh fair Hope, ſolicit young Deſire, 
And boldly bid thy anxious Soul explore 
This laſt great Remedy's myſterious Pow'r. 2 
Why ** heſitates my doubtful Breaſt? 
Why ceaſes it one Moment to be bleſt ? 
Fly ſwift, my Friends ; my Servants, fly ; imploy 
_ Your Inſtant Pains to bring your Maſter Joy. 
Let all my Wives and Concubines be dreſs'd : 
Let them to Night attend the royal Feaſt ; 
All IJrael's Beauty, all the foreign Fair, | 
The Gifts of Princes, or the Spoils of War. 
Before their Monarch th ſhall ly paſs; 

And the moſt worthy obtain the Grace. 
I, aid: the feaſt was ſerv'd: the Bowl was crown'd; 
To the King's Pleaſure went the mirthful Round: 
The Women came: as Cuſtom wills, they paſt : 
On one (O that diſtinguiſh'd one!) I caſt 
The fav'rite Glance: O! yet my Mind retains 
Thar fond Beginning of my infant Pains. | 
Mature the Virgin was of Egypt's Race: 
Graceſhap'd her Limbs ; and Beauty deck'd her Face : 
Eaſy her Motion ſeem'd, ſerene her Air: 
Full, tho* unzon'd, her Boſom roſe: her Hair 
Unty'd, and re of artful Aid, 
1 Adown her Shoulders looſely lay diſplay d; 
And in the jetty Curls ren thouſand Cupids play d. 


Find on her Charms, and pleas'd that I could love, 


Aid me my Friends, contribute to improve 
Your Monarch's Bliſs, I faid; freſh Roſes bring 
To ſtrow my Bed; 'till the impov riſh d W 
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Confeſs her Want; around my am'rous Head 
Be dropping Myrrh, and liquid Amber ſhed, 
Till Arab has no more. From the ſoft Lyre, 
Sweet Flute, and ten-ſtring'd Inſtrument, require 
Sounds of Delight: and thou, fair Nymph, draw nigh ; 
Thou, in whoſe graceful Form, and 1 Eye 
Thy Maſter's yay leg ſoughr ar length is found ; 
And as thy Brow, let my Deſires be crown'd ; 

O fav'rite Virgin, that haſt warm'd the Breaſt, 
Whoſe Sov'reign Dictates ſubjugate the Eaſt ! 
I faid; and ſudden from the golden Throne 
With a ſubmiſſive Step I haſted down. 

The glowing Garland from my Hair I took, 

Love in my Heart, Obedience in my Look; 
Prepar d to place 6 on her _ Head ; 

O fav'rite Virgin (yet again I fat 

Receive the —— Ati d to thy Brow ; 

And O above thy Fellows happy thou! 

Their Duty muſt thy ſov'reign Word obey. 
Riſe up, my Love; my fair One, come away. 
What Pang, alas! what Ecſtaſy of Smart 

Tore up my Senſes, and transfix d my Heart; 
When ſhe with modeſt Scorn the Wreath return'd, 
Reclin'd. her beauteous Neck, and inward mourn'd > 

Fort d by my Pride, I my Concern ſuppreſs'd, 
 Prerended Drowſineſs, and Wiſh of Reſt; 
And ullen I forſook the imperfect Feaſt : 
Ordering the Eunuchs, to whole proper Care 
Our Eaſtern Grandeur gives th' impriſon d Fair, 
To lead her forth to a Siſtinguiſh Bow'r, 
And bid her dreſs the Bed, and wait the Hour. 
Reſtleſs I follow'd this obdurate Maid, 

(Swift are the Steps that Love and Anger tread: ) 
Approach'd her Perſon, courted her Embrace, 
Renew'd my Flame, repeated my Di I: 

By Turns ”=_ on the Suppliant and the Lord ; 
Themes this Moment, and the next implor'd ; 
Offer'd again the unaccepted Wreath, 

And Choice of happy Love, or inſtant Death. 


Averſe 
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Averſe to all her am'rous King defir'd, . 
Far as ſhe might, ſhe decently retir'd; 
And darting Scorn, and Sorrow from her Eyes, 
What means, faid ſhe, King Sol. mon the Wile ? 
This wretched Body trembles at your Power: 
Thus far could Fortune: but ſhe can no more. 
Free to her ſelf my potent Mind remains; 
Nor fears the Victor's Rage, nor feels his Chains. 
Iris ſaid, that thou can'ſt plauſibly diſpute, 
Supreme of Seers, of Angel, Man, and Brute; 
Can'ſt plead, with ſubtil Wit and fair Diſcourſe, 
Of Paſſion's Folly, and of Reaſon's force. 
That to the Tribes attentive thou can'ſt ſhow, 
Whence their Misfortunes, or their Bleſſings flow. 
Thar thou in Science, as in Pow'r art great; : 
And Truth and Honour on thy Edits wait. 10 
Where is that Knowledge now, that 12 Thought, 1 
With juſt Advice, and timely Counſel fraught ? $1 
Where now, O Judge of Iſrael, does it rove? x 
What in one Moment doſt thou offer? Love 3 
Love? why 'tis Joy or Sorrow, Peace or Strife: 1 


Tis all the Colour of remaining Life: a | 
And human Mis'ry muſt begin or end, di 
d > As he becomes a T yrant, or a Friend. 709 


To the firſt Bride: bed of the World receive 

A Foreigner, a Heathen, and a Slave 

Or grant, thy Paſſion has theſe Names deſtroy'd; 
That Love, like Death, makes all Diſtinction void; 
Yer in his Empire o'er thy abject Breaſt, 
His Flames and Torments 3 are expreſt: 

His "_ can in my Smiles alone relent; 

And all his Joys * my Conſent. 

Soft Love, ſpontaneous Tree, it's parted Root 
Muſt from two Hearts with equal Vigour ſhoot : 
Whilſt each delighted, and ing gives 
The pleaſing Ecſtaſy, which each receives: 
Cheriſh'd with Hope, and fed with Joy it grows: 3 
Ir's chearful Buds & opening Bloom diſcloſe ; 

ric And round the happy Soil diffubive Oder flows. 


5 Would David's Son, religious, juſt and grave, 
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| If angry Fate that mutual Care denies ; 

| The fading Plant bewails ts due Supplies: 

Wild with Deſpair, or ſick with Grief, it dies. 

By Force Beaſts act, and are by Force reſtrain'd: 

The human Mind by gentle Means is gain d. 

f Thy uſeleſs Strength, miſtaken King, employ : 

| Sared with Rage, and ignorant of Joy, 

| - Thou ſhalt not gain what I deny to yield; 
Nor reap the Harveſt, tho' thou ſpoil'ſt the Field. 
Know, volomon, thy poor Extent of Sway; 
Contract thy Brow, and Iſrael ſhall obey : | 
But wilful Love thou muſt with Smiles appeaſe ; : 


Approach his awful Throne by juſt Degrees; 
And if thou would'ſ bt happy, learn to pleaſe. 

Not that thoſe Arts can here ſucceſsful prove: 
For I am deſtin'd to another's Love. 
Beyond the cruel Bounds of thy Command, 

[ To my dear equal, in my native Land, 

þ My plighted Vow I gave: I his receiv d: 

Each ſwore with Truth: with Pleaſure each believ'd. 

| The mutual Contract was to Heav'n convey'd: 

J In equal Scales the buſy Angels weigh' d 

F It's folemn Force, and clap'd their Wings, and ſpread 

i The laſting Roll, recording what we faid. 

* Now in my Heart behold thy Poynard ſtain'd: 

Take the ſad Life which I have long diſdain d: 

[| End, in a dying Virgin's wretched Fate, 

Thy ill-ftarr'd Paſſion, and my ſteadfaſt Hate. 

| For long as Blood informs theſe circling Veins ; 

! Or fleenng Breath it's lateſt Pow'r rerains ; 

| Hear me to Egypr's vengeful Gods declare, 

[| Hate is my Part: be thine, O King, Deſpair. 

[; Now ſtrike, ſhe ſaid, and open d bare her Breaſt : 
i Stand it in Judah's Chronicles confeſt, 

n That David's Son, by impious Paſſion moy'd, 

| Smore a ſhe-Slave, and murder'd what he lov'd. 
Aſham'd, confus'd I ſtarred from the Bed; 

And to my Soul yer uncollected ſaid: 

Into thy (le fond Solomon, return; 
Reflect again, and thou again ſhalt mourn, 


When 
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When I through number'd Years have pleaſure ſought 3 
And in vain Hope the wanton Phantom caught; 

To mock my Senſe, and mortify my Pride, 
"Tis in another's Pow'r, and is deny'd. 
Am I a King, great Heav'n ! does Life or Death 

Hang on the Wrath, or Mercy of my Breath; 

While kneeling I my Servants Smiles implore ; 
And one mad Dam'ſel dares diſpute my Pow'r ? 
To raviſh her > that Thought was ſoon depreſs'd, 

Which muſt debaſe rhe Monarch to the Beaſt. 

To ſend her back? O whither, and to whom? 

To Lands where Solomon muſt never come; 

To that inſulting Rival's happy Arms, 

For whom, diſdaining me, the keeps her Charms. 

Fantaſtic Tyrant of the am'rous Heart; 

How hard thy Yoke! how cruel is thy Dart! f 
Thoſe *ſcape thy Anger, who refuſe thy Sway; Ri 
And thoſe are puniſh'd moſt, who moſt obey. 
See Judah's King revere thy greater Pow'r: 
What can'ſt thou cover, or how triumph more? 
Why then, O Love, with an obdurate Ear Wn 
Does this proud Nymph reje& a Monarch's Pray'r? nl | 
Why to ſome ſimple Shepherd does ſhe run, 4 
From the fond Arms of David's fav'rite Son? 

Why flies ſhe from the Glories of a Court, DE 

Where Wealth and Pleaſure may thy Reign ſupport, 
To ſome poor Cottage on the Mountain's Brow, 
Now bleak with Winds, and cover'd now with Snow, 
Where pinching Want muſt curb her warm Deſires, 

And Houſehold Cares ſuppreſs thy genial Fires? 
Too aptly the afflited Heathens prove 

The Force, while they ere the Shrines of Love. 

His myſtic Form the Artizans of Greece 
In wounded Stone, or molten Gold expreſs: 

And Cyprus to his Godhead pays her Vow: 

Faſt in his Hand the Idol holds his Bow ; 

A Quiver by his Side ſuſtains a Store 
Of pointed Darts; ſad Emblems of his Power; 
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A pair of Wings he has, which he extends 
Now to be gone; Which now again he bends 
Prone to return, as beſt may ſerve his wanton Ends. 
Entirely thus I find the Fiend pourtray'd, 
Since firſt, alas! I ſaw the beauteous Maid: 
I felt him ſtrike; and now I ſee him fly: 
Curs'd Dæmon! O! for ever broken lye 
Thaſe fatal Shafts, by which I in ward bleed! 
O! can my Wilkes yet o'ertake thy Speed! 
Tir'd may'ft thou pant, and hang thy flagging Wing; 
Except thou turn'ſt thy Courſe, reſolv'd to bring - 
The Dam'ſel back, and fave the Love-fick King. 
My Soul thus ſtruggling in the fatal Net, 
Unable to enjoy, or to forget; 
I reaſonꝰd much, alas! but more I lov'd; 
Sent and recall'd, ordain'd and diſapprov'd: 
Till hopeleſs plung'd in an Abyſs of Grief, 
I from Neceſſity receiv'd Relief: 
Time gently aided to aſſwage my Pain; 
And Wiſdom took once more the ſlacken'd Rein. 
But O how ſhort my interval of Woe! 
Our Griefs how ſwift; our Remedies how ſlow ! 
Another Nymph (for ſo did Heav'n ordain, 
To change the Manner, but renew the Pain) 
Another Nymph, amongſt the many Fair, 
Thar made my ſofter Hours their ſolemn Care, 
Before the reſt affected ſtill to ſtand ; | 
And watch'd my Eye, preventing my Command. 
Abra, (he ſo was call'd, did ſooneſt haſt 
To grace my Preſence: Abra went the laſt : +4 
Abra was ready e're I call'd her Name 
And tho'I call'd another, Abra came. | 
Her Equals firſt obſerv'd her growing Zeal ; 
And ughing gloſs'd, that Abra ſery'd ſo well. 
To me her Actions did unheeded dye, 
Or were remark'd but with a common Eye; 
Till more appris'd of what the Rumour ſaid, 
More I obſery'd peculiar in the Maid. 
The Sun declin'd had ſhot his Weſtern Ray; 
When tir'd with Bus'neſs of the folemn Day, 1 | 
I pur- - 
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I purpos'd to unbend the Evening Hours, 
And banquet private in the Women's Bow'rs. 
I call'd, before I fat, to waſh my Hands: 
For ſo the Precept ofthe Law commands. 
Love had ordain d, that it was Abra's Turn 
To mix the Sweets, and miniſter the Urn. 
Wich awful Homage, and ſubmiſſive Dread 
The Maid approach'd, on my declining Head 
To pour the Oyls : She trembled as ſhe pour'd ; 
WMith an unguarded Look ſhe now devour'd | 
My nearer Face: And now recall'd her Eye, 
And heay'd, and ſtrove to hide a ſudden Sigh. 
And whence, ſaid I, canſt thou have Dread, or Pain 
What can thy Imag'ry of Sorrow mean? 
Secluded from the World, and all it's Care, 
Haſt thou to grieve or joy, to hope or fear? 
For ſure, I added, ſure thy little Heart 
 Ne'er felt Loves Anger, or receiv'd his Dart. 
Abaſh'd ſhe bluſh'd, and with Diſorder ſpoke: 
Her riſing Shame adorn'd the M ords it broke. 
If the great Maſter will deſcend to hear 
The humble Series of his Hand- maid's Care: 
O] ile ſhe tells it, let him not put on 
The Look, that awes the Nations from the Throne: 
O] let not Death ſevere in Glory lye | 
In the King's Frown, and Terror of his Eye. 
Mine to obey; thy Part is to ordain: 
And thoꝰ to mention, be to ſuffer Pain: 
If the King ſmiles, whilſt I my Woe recite; 
If weeping I find Favour in his Sight; . 5 
Flow faſt my Tears, full riſing his Delight. 
O! witneſs Earth beneath, and Heav'n above; 
For can I hide it? I am ſick of Love: 
If Madneſs may the Name of Paſſion bear; 
Or Love be call'd, what is indeed Deſpair. 1 
Thou Sov'reign Pow'r, whoſe ſecret Will controlls 
The inward Bent and Motion of our Souls! 
Why haſt thou plac'd ſuch infinite Degrees 
Between the Cauſe and Cure of my Diſeaſe? = - 
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The mighty Object of that raging Fire, | 

In which unpity'd Abra muſt expire, 

Had he been born ſome ſimple Shepherd's Heir, 
Thelowing Herd, or fleecy Sheep his Care; : 
At Morn with him I o'er the Hills had run, 

Scornful of Winter's Froſt, and Summer's Sun, 

Still asking, where he made his Flock to reſt at Noon, : 
For him at Night, the dear expected Gueſt, 

I had with haſty Joy prepar'd the Feaſt; 

And from the Cortage, o'er the diſtant Plain, 

Sent forth my longing Eye to meet the Swain; 


Till he and Joy together ſhould appear; 
And the lov'd Dog declare his Maſter near. 
On my declining Neck, and open Breaſt, 
I ſhould have ulld the lovely Youth to reſt ; 
And from beneath his Head, at dawning Day, 
With ſofteſt Care have ſtol'n my Arm away; 
To rife, and from the Fold releaſe the Sheep, 
Fond of his Flock, indulgent to his Sleep. 
Dr if kind Heav'n propitious to my Flame 
(For ſure from Heav in the faithful Ardor came) 
Had bleſt my Life, and deck d my natal Hour 
With H:ight of Titlz, and Extent of Pow'r : 
Withoura Crime my Paſſion had aſpir d, 
Found the loy'd Prince, and told what I deſir d. 
Ihen had come, preventing Sheba's Queen, 
To fee the comelieſt of the Sons of Men; 
To hear the charming Poet's am'rous Song, 
And gather Honey falling from his Tongue; 
To take the fragrant Kills, of his Mouth, 
Sweeter than Breezes of her native South; 
Likening his Grace, his Perſon, and his Mien 
To all that great or beauteous I had ſeen. 
Serene and bright his Eyes, as ſolar Beams 77 
Reflecting temper d Light from Cryſtal Streams; 
 Ruddy as Gold his Cheek; his Boſom fair 
As Silver; the curl'd Ringlets of his Hair 
Black as the Raven's Wing; his Lip more ted, 
Than Eaſtern Coral, or the ſcarlet Thread ; 


Wav'ring, impatient, roſs'd by Hope and Fear; £ 


Even 


fed SO Send tC ewe. 1 


kk, — — . wd 


—— — OE RY 


pP OEM“C& on ſeveral Occaſions. 171 
Even his Teeth, and white, like a young Flock 

Coeval, newly ſnorn, from the clear Brook 
Recent, and blanching on the ſunny Rock. 

Iv'ry with Saphirs interſpers'd, explains | 
How white his Hands, how blew the Manly Veins, | 

Columns of poliſh'd Marble firmly ſer 1 

On golden Baſes, are his Legs, and Feet. | 
His Stature all Majeſtic, all Divine, 1 
Strait as the Palmtree, ſtrong as is the Pine, 
Saffron and Myrrhe are on his Garments ſhed : N 
And everlaſting Sweets bloom round his Head. | 


What utter I? where am I? wretched Maid! 
Dye, Abra, dye: too plainly haſt thou ſaid 5 
Thy Soul's Defire to meet his high Embrace, ö 
And Bleflings ſtamp'd upon thy future Race; 
To bid attentive Nations bleſs thy Womb, | 
With unborn Monarchs charg'd, and Solomons to come. ? 

Here o'er her Speech her flowing Eyes prevail. | 
O fooliſh Maid! and O unhappy Tale! 
My ſuff' ring Heart for ever ſhall defy 
New Wounds, and Danger from a future Eye. 
O! yet my tortur'd Senſes deep retain e 
The wretched Mem'ry of my former Pain, 
The dire Aﬀront, and my . Chain. 5 
As Time, I ſaid, may happily Efface 

That cruel Image of the King's Diſgrace; 

Imperial Reaſon ſhall reſume her Seat; 
And Solomon once fall'n, again be great. 
Betray' d by Paſſion, as ſubdu'd in ar, 3 
We wiſely ſhould exert a double Care, 5 
Nor never ought a ſecond Time to err. 

This Abra — 
I ſaw her; twas Humanity: it gave 
Some Reſpite to the Sorrows of my Slave. 
Her fond Exceſs proclaim'd her Paſſion true; 


And generous Pity to that Truth was due. 


Well L intreated her, who well deſerv'd ; TT. 
I call'd her often; for ſhe always ſerv d. | | 
Uſe made her Perſon eaſy to my Sight; 
And Eaſe inſenſibly produc'd Delight. 


When 
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W hene'er I revell'd in the Women's Bow*rs ; 
| (For firſt I ſought her but at looſer Hours) 
The Apples ſhe had gather'd ſmelt moſt ſweer: 
The Cake ſhe kneaded was the ſav ry Meat: 
But Fruits their Odor loſt, and Meats their Taſte ; 
If gentle Abra had not deck'd the Feaſt. 
Diſhonur'd did the ſparkling Gobler ſtand, 
Unleſs receiv'd from gentle Abra's Hand : 
And when the Virgins form'd the Evening Choir, 
Raiſing their Voices to the Maſter-Lyre 
Too flat I thought this Voice, and that too ſhrill 
One ſhow' d too much, and one too little Skill: 
Nor could my Soul approve the Muſic's Tone; 
Till all was huſh'd, and 4bra ſung alone. : 
Fairer ſhe ſeem'd, diſtinguiſh'd from the reſt ; 
And better Mein diſclos'd, as better dreſt. 
A bright Tiara round her Forehead ty'd, 
Io juſter Bounds confin' d it's riſing Pride: 
The bluſhing Ruby on her ſnowy Breaſt, 
Render d it's panting whiteneſs more confeſs d: 
Bracelets of Pearl gave roundneſs to her Arm; 
And ev'ry Gem augmented ev'ry Charm. 
Her Senſes pleas'd, her Beauty ſtill improv'd ; 
And ſhe more lovely grew, as more belov'd. 
a And now I could behold, avow, and blame 
lIbe ſeveral Follies of my former Flame; 
Willing my Heart for Recompence to prove 
The certain Joy's that lye in proſp*rous Love. 
For what, ſaid I, from Abra can I fear, 
Too humble to inſult, too ſoft to be ſevere? 
The Dam'ſel's ſole Ambition is to pleaſe: 
With Freedom I may like, and quit with Eaſe: 
She fooths, bur never can enthrall my Mind: ; 
V hy may not Peace and Love for once be join'd ? IJ Stru 


Great Heay'n! how frail thy Creature Man is made And 
How by himſelf inſenſibly berray'd! = ..F 
In our own Strength unhappily ſecure, Wir] 
Too little cautious of the adverſe Pow'r; Sad! 
And by the Blaſt of Self opinion mov'd, Her 


We wiſh to charm, and ſeek to be beloy'd. . 
| On 
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On Pleaſure's flowing Brink we idly ſtray, 
Maſters as yet of our returning Way ; 
Seeing no er, we diſarm our Mind; _ 
And give our Conduct to the Waves and Wind: 
Then in the flow ry Mead, or verdant Shade 
To wanton Dalliance negligently laid, | 
We weave the Chaplet, and we crown the Bowl; 
And ſmiling ſee the nearer Waters roll; 
Till the ſtrong Guſts of raging Paſſion riſe ; 
Till the dire Tempeſt mingles Earth and Skies; 
And ſwift into the boundleſs Ocean born, 
Our foolith Confidence too late we mourn : 
Round our devoted Heads the Billows beat; 
And from our troubl'd View the leſſenꝰd Lands retreat. 
O mighty Love! from thy unbounded Pow'r 
How ſhall the human Boſom reſt ſecure 2 
How ſhall our Thought avoid the various Snare? | 
Or Wiſdom to our caution'd Soul declare | 
The diffrent Shapes, thou pleaſeſt ro employ, 1 
When bent to hurt, and certain to deſtroy? 
The haughty Nymph in open Beauty dreſt, 
To- day encounters our unguarded Breaſt: . 
She looks with Majeſty, and moves with State: : 


Unbent her Soul, and in Misfortune great, | 
She ſcorns the World, and dares the Rage of Fare. 

Here whilſt we take ſtern Manhood for our Guide, 
And guard our Conduct with becoming Pride; 
Charm'd with the Courage in her Action ſhown, 
We praiſe her Mind, the Image of our own. 
She that can pleaſe, is certain to perſuade: 
I To-daybelov'd, to-morrow is obey'd. 

We think we ſeethro' Reaſon's Optics right; 

Nor find, how Beauty's Rays elude our Sight: 
Struck with her Eye whilſt we applaud her Mind; 
And when we ſpeak her great, we wiſh her kind. 
| To- morrow, cruel Pow'r, thou arm'ſt the Fair 
Wich flowing Sorrow, and diſh:vel'd Hair: 
Sad her Complaint, and humble is her Tale, 
Her Sighs explaining where her Accents fail. 


Here 


154 POEMS on ſeveral Occaſions. 
Here gen'rous ſoftneſs warms the honeſt Breaſt : 

We raiſe the ſad, and ſuccour the diſtreſs'd : 

And whilſt our With prepares the kind Relief; 
Whilſt Piry mitigates her riſing Grief : 

We ſicken ſoon from her contagious Care; 

Grieve for her Sorrows, groan for her Deſpair ; 
And againſt Love too late thoſe Boſoms arm, 
Which Tears can ſoften, and which Sighs can warm. 

Againſt this neareſt crueleſt of Foes, | 

What ſhall Wit meditate, or Force oppoſe? 

V hence, feeble Nature, ſhall we ſummon Aid; 

If by our Pity, and our Pride betray d? 

External Remedy ſhall we hope to find, 

V hen the cloſe Fiend has gain'd our treach'rous Mind? 
Inſulting there does Reaſon's Pow'r deride 

And blind himſelf, conducttsthe dazl'd Guide? 

My Conqueror now, my lovely Abra held 

My Freedom in her Chains: my Heart was fill'd 

With her, with her alone: in her alone + 
It ſought it's Peace and Joy: while the was gone, 

It hgh'd, and griev'd, impatient of her Stay: 
Return d, ſhe chas'd thoſe Sighs, that Grief away: C 
Her Abſence maderhe Night: her Preſence brought 

the Day. | 
The Ball, th -Play, rhe Mask by Turns ſucceed. 

For her I make the Song : the Dance with her I lead, 
I court her various in each Shape and Dreſs, 

That Luxury may form, or Thought expreſs. 
To-day beneath the Palm-tree on the Plains 

In Deborah's Arms and Habit Abra reigns 3 

The Wreath denoting Conqueſt guides her Brow : 

And low, like Bara:, at her Feet I bow. 

The mimic Chorus fings her proſp'rous Hand; 

As {he had ſlain the Foe, and fav'd the Land. 

To- morrow the approves a ſofter Air; 

Forſakes the Pomp and Pageantry of War; 

The Form of peaceful Abigail aſſumes; 

And from the Village with the Preſent comes ; 
The Youthful Band depoſe their glitt ring Arms; 
Receive her Bounties, and recite her Charms; 

05 W hilſt 
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Whilſt I aflume my Father's Step and Mien, 
To meer with due Regard my future Queen. 
If haply Abra's Will be now inclin'd 
To range the Woods, or chace the flying Hind ; 


Soon as the Sun awakes, the ſprightly Court 


Leave their Repoſe, and haſten to the Sport. 

In leflen'd Royalty, and humble State, 

Thy King, Jeruſalem, deſcends to wait, 8 
Till Abra comes. She comes: a Milk- white Steed, 
Mixture, of Perſia's and Arabia's Breed, 
Suſtains the Nymph: her Garments flying looſe 

(as the Sydonian Maids, or Thracian uſe) 

And half her Knee, and half her Breaſt appear, 

By Art, like Negligence, diſclos'd, and bare. | 
Her left Hand guides the hunting Courſer's Flight : 
A Silver Bow ſhe carries in her right: 

And from the golden Quiver at her Side, 

Ruſtles the Ebon Arrow's feather'd Pride. 

Saphirs and Diamonds on her Front diſplay 

An artificial Moon's increaſing Ray. 

Diana, Huntreſs, Miſtreſs of the Groves, 


The fav'rite Abra peaks, and looks, and moves. 


Her, asthe prefent Goddeſs, I obey: 

Beneath her Feet the captive Game I lay. 

The mingl'd Chorus fings Diana's Fame: 
Clarions and Horns in louder Peals proclaim 

Her myſtic Praiſe : the vocal Triumphs bound 
Againſt the Hills: the Hills reflect the Sound. 

If tir'd this Evening with the hunted Woods, 
To the large Fiſh-pools, or the glaſſy Floods | 
Her Mind to-morrow points; a thouſand Hand 
To- night employ'd, obey the King's Commando. 
Upon the wat' ry Beach an artful Pile 

Of Planks is join'd, and forms a moving Iſle. 

A golden Chariot in the midſt is ſet; 

And Silver Cygnets ſeem to feel it's Weight. 
Abra, bright Queen, aſcends her gaudy Thronc, 
In ſemblance of the Græcian Venus known: 
Tritons and Sea- green Naiads round her move; 
And ſing in moving Strains the Force of Love: 3 
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_ Whit ast approaching Pageant does appear; 
And echoing Crouds ſpeak mighty Venus near y 


I, her adorer, too devoutly ſtan 


Faſt on the utmoſt Margin of the Land, 
With Arms and Hopes extended, to receive 
The f.ncy'd Goddeſs riſing from the Wave. 
O ſubject Reaſon! O imperious Love! 
W hither yet further would my Folly rove ? 
Is it enough, that Abra ſhould be great 
In the wall'd Palace, or the rural Seat? 
That masking Habits, and a borrow'd Name 
Contrive to hide my Plenitude of Shame ? 
No, no! Jeruſalem combin' d mult ſee 
My open Fault, and Regal Infamy. 
Solemn a Month is deſtin'd for the Feaſt : 
Abra invites: the Nation is the Gueſt. 
To have the Honour of each Day ſuſtain d, 
Tho Woods are travers d; and the Lakes are drain'd : 
Arabia's Wilds, and Egypt's are explor d: 
The Edible Creation decks the Board: 
Hardly the Phenix (capes ———— | 
The Men their Lyres, the M idstheir Voices raiſe, 
Io ſing my Happineſs, and Abra's Praiſ. 
And ſlaviſh Bards our mutual Loves rehearſe 
In lying Strains, and ignominious Verſe; | 
Wh le from the Banquet leading forth the Bride, 
hom prudent Love from public Eyes ſhould hide; 
I ſhow her to the World, confeſs d and known 
Queen of my Heart, and Parr'ner of my Throne. 
And now her Friends and Flatt'rers fill the Court: 
From Daz, and from Beerſheba they reſort: 
They barter Places, and diſpoſe of Grants, 
Whole Provinces unequal to their Wants. 
They teach her to recede, or to debate; 
With Toys of Love to mix Affairs of State; 
By practisꝰ d Rules her Empire to ſecure; 
And in my Pleaſure make my Ruin ſure. 


Thit Monarchs ſhould their inward Soul diſguiſe, 
Diſſemble, and command; be falſe, and wite ; 


They gave, and ſhe transferr'd the curs'd Advice, 5 on 


By 
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By ignominious Arts for ſervile Ends WE 
Should compliment their Foes, and ſhun their Friends. 
And now Lleave the true and juſt Supports | 
Of | Princes, and of honeſt Courts, 
Parzillai's, and the fierce Benaiah's Heirs ; 
W hoſe Sires, great Parr'ners in my Father's Cares, 
Saluted their young King at Hebron crown'd, | 
Great by their Toil and glorious by their Wound, 
And now, unhappy Council, I prefer 
Thoſe whom my Follies only made me fear, 
Old Corah's Brood, and taunting 5himer's Race; 
Miſcreants who ow'd their Lives to David's Grace; 
Tho' they hadiſpurn'd his Rule, and curs d him to his 
h Face. 
Still Abra's Pow'r, my Scandal ſtill increas ; 
Juſtice ſubmitted to what Abra pleas'd: | 
Her Will alone could ſettle or reyoke 3 
And Law was fix d by what ſhe lateſt ſpoke. 
Iſrael neglected, Abra was my Care: 
I only ated, thought, and liv'd for her. 
I durſt not reaſon with my wounded Heart. 
Abra pofle(s'd ; ſhe was it's better Part. 
O! had I now review'd the famous Cauſe, 
Which gave my righteous Youth ſo juſt Applauſe; 
In vain onthe difſembl'd Mother's Tongue 
Had cunning Artand fly Perſuaſion hung; 
And real Care in vain, and native Love 
In the true Parent's panting Breaſt had ſtrove; 
While both deceiv'd had ſeen the deſtin'd Child 
Or ſlain, or ſav'd, as Abrafrown'd or ſmil'd. 
Unknowing to command, proud to obey, 
A life-leſs King, a Royal Shade I lay. 
Unhear'd theinjur'd Orphans now complain: 
The Widow's Cries addreſs the Throne in vain. 
Cauſes unjudg'd diſgrace the loaded File; 
And ſleeping Laws the King's Neglect revile. 
No more the Elders throng'd around my Throne, 
To hear my Maxims, and reform their own. 
No more the young Nobility were taught, 
How Moſes govern d, and how David fought. 


Looſe 
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Looſe and undiſciplin'd the Soldier lay; 
Or loſt in Drink, and Game, the ſolid Day: 
Porches and Scholes, deſign'd for public Good, 
Uncover'd, and with Scaffolds cumber'd ſtood, 
Or nodded, threat'ning Ruin | | 
Half Pillars wanted their expected Height 
And Roofs imperfect ax corks the * 
The Artiſts grieve; the lab'ring People droop: 
My Father's Legacy, my Country's Hope, 
God's Temple lies unfiniſh'd g 
The Wiſe and Grave deplor'd their Monarch's Fate, 
And future Miſchiefs of a ſinking State. 
Is this, the Serious ſaid, is this the Man, 
Whoſe active Soul thro” every Science ran? 
Who by juſt Rule and elevated Skill 
Preſcrib'd the dubious Bounds of Good and Ill? 
W hoſe golden Sayings, and immortal Wit, 
On large Phylacteries expreſſive writ, 
Were to the Forehead of the Rabbins ty'd, 
Our Youth's Inſtruction, and our Age's Pride? 
Could not the Wiſe his wild Deſires reſtrain ? 
Then was our Hearing, and his Preaching vain : 
What from his Life and Letters were we taught, 
Bur that his Knowledge aggravates his Fault? 
In lighter Mood the humorous and the gay, 
As crown'd with Roſes at their Feaſts they lay; 
Sent the full Gobler, charg'd with Abra's Name, 
And Charms ſuperior to their Maſter's Fame: 
22 ſome praiſe the King, who let em ſee, 
How aptly Luxe and Empire might agree: 
Some gloſs d, how Love and Wiſdom were at Strife; 
And brought my Proverbs to confront my Life. 
However, Friend, here's to the King, one cries: 
To him who was the King, the Friend replies. 
The King, for Judah's, and for Wiſdom's Curſe, 
To Abra yields: could I, or thou do worſe? 
Dur looſer Lives let Chance or Folly ſteer; 
If thus the Prudent and Determin'd err. | 
Let Dinah bind with Flowers her flowing Hair; 
and touch the Lute, and found the wanton Air: 


Let 
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Let us the Bliſs without the Sting receive, 
Free, as we will, or to injoy, or lea ve. 
Pleaſures on Levity's ſmooth Surface flow : 

Thought brings the Weight, that ſinks the Soul ro Woe. 
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' Now be this Maxim to the King convey'd, 


| How hard thy Laws, how abſolute thy Reign ? 


| Whenceever 1 thy cruel Eſſence bring, 


: 
} 
* 
* 4 


* 
: 


| 


And added to the thouſand he has made. 
Sadly, O Reaſon, is thy Pow'r expreſs'd, 
Thou gloomy Tyrant of the frighred Breaſt : | 
And harſÞF the Rules, which we from thee receive; Y 
If for our Wiſdom we our Pleaſure give; | : 
And more to think be only more to grieve. 
If Fudah's King at thy Tribunal try'd, | | 
Forſakes his Joy to vindicate his Pride; [ 
And changing Sorrows, I am only found 0 
Loos'd from the Chains of Love, in thine more ſtrictly 
bound. | 
But do I call thee Tyrant, or complain, 


While thou, alas! art but an empty Name, . 
To no two Men, who e'er diſcours'd, the ſame; 
The idle Product ofa troubled Thought, . 
In borrow'd Shapes, and airy Colours wrought; 
A fancy'd Line, and a reflected Shade; 
A Chain which Man to fetter Man has made, 
By Artificeimpos'd, by Fear obey'd. 

Yer, wretched Name, or Arbitrary Thing, 


I own thy Influence; for I feel thy >tin 
ReluQanrl perceive thee in my Soul, 
Form'd to command, and deſtin'd to control. 
Yes; thy inſulting Dictates ſhall be heard: 
Virtue for once ſhall be her own Reward : 

Yes; rebel Iſrael, this unhappy Maid 

Shall be diſmiſs d.: the Crowd ſhall be obey'd : 
The King his Paſſion, and his Rule ſhall leave, 

No longer Abra's, but the People's Slave, 

My coward Soul ſhall bear it's wayward Fate: : 


s. 


NN 


I will, alas! be wretched, to be great; 
And figh in Royalty, and grieve in State. 


160 POEMS on ſeveral Occaſions. 


I faid : reſoly'd to plunge into my Grief 
At once ſo tar, as to expect Relief 
For my Deſpair alone 
I choſe to write the Thing I durſt not ſpeak, 
To her I lov'd; to her I mult forſake. 
The harſh Epiſtle labour'd much to prove, 
How inconſiſtent Majeſty, and Love. 
Lalways ſhould, it ſaid, eſteem her well; 
But never ſee her more; It bid her feel 
No future Pain for me; bur inſtant wed 
A Lover more proportion'd to her Bed; 
And quiet dedicate her remnant Life 
To the juſt Duties of an humble Wife. | 
 S$heread; and forth to me ſhe wildly ran, 
To me, the Eaſe of all her former Pain. 
She kneel'd, intreated, ſtruggl'd, threaten'd, cry'd; 
And with alternate Paſſion liv d, and dy'd: 
Till now deny'd the Liberty to mourn, 
And by rude Fury from my Preſence torn, 
| This only Object of my real Care, 
Cur off from Hope, abandon'd to Deſpair, 
In ſome few poſting fatal Hours is hurPd | 
From hog. from Pow'r, from Love, and from the 
World. 8 
Here tell me, if thou dar ſt, my rw ur Soul, 
V hat diſt' rent Sorrows did within thee Roll: 
What Pangs, what Fires, what Racks didſt thou ſuſtain, 
W hat ſad Viciſſitudes of ſmarting Pain? 
How oft from Pomp and State did I remove, 
To feed Deſpair, and cheriſh hopeleſs Love? 
How oft, all Day, recall dI Abra's Charms, 
Her Beauties preſs'd, and panting in my 5 rms? 
How oft, wich Sighs, view'd every Female Face, 
Where mimic 3 might her Likenęſs trace? 
How of deſir'd to fly from Iſrael's Throne, 
And live in Shades with her and Love alone ? 
How oft, all n ght, purſu'd her in my Dreams, 
O'er flow 'ry Valleys, and thro” cryſtal Streams; 
and waking, view'd with Grief, the riſing Sun, 
And fondly mourn'd the dear Deluſion gone? 


When 
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When thus the gather d Storms of wretched Love 
In my ſwoln Boſom, with long War had ſtrove; 
At length they broke their Bounds : at length their Force 
Bore down whatever met it's ſtronger Courſe : 
| Lay'd all the Civil Bonds of Manhood waſte ; 
And ſcatter'd Ruin as the Torrent paſt. N 
So from the Hills, whoſe hollow Caves con ain 
The congregated Snow, and ſwelling Rain; 
Till the full Stores their antient Bounds diſdain; 
Precipitate the furious Torrent flows: 
In vain would Speed avoid, or Strength oppoſe: 
Towns, Foreſts, Herds, and Men promiſcuous 
| __drown'd, = 
With one great Death deform the dreary Ground; 
Theecho'd Woes from diſtant Rocks reſound. 
And now what impious Ways my Wiſhes took; 
How they the Monarch, and the Man forſook; 
And how I follow'd an abandon'd Will, 
Thro' crooked Paths, and fad Retreats of Ill; 
How J«dah's Daughters now, now foreign Slaves, 
By turns my proſtituted Bed receives. 
Thro'ꝰ Tribes of Women how I looſely rang d 
le lmpatient; lik'd to- night, to- morrow chang'd ; 
And by che Inſtinct of capricious Luſt, 
Enjoy d, diſdain'd, was grateful, or unjuſt : 
O, be theſe Scenes from human Eyes conceal'd, 
n, In Clouds of decent Silence juſtly veil d! 
O, be the wanton Images convey d 
Io black Oblivion, and eternal Shade! 
Or let their ſad Epitome alone, | 
And outward Lines to future Age be known, 
Enough to propagate the ſure Belief, 
That Vice engenders Shame; and Folly broods o'er 
5 Grief. 8 
Bury'din Sloth, and loſt in Eaſe I lay: ( 
The Night I revell'd ; and I ſlept the Day. 
New Heaps of Fewel damp'd my kindling Fires; 
And daily Change extinguiſh'd young Deſires. 
| Pyir'sown Force deſtroy' d, Fruition ceas d; 
And always wcary'd, I was never pleas'd. 
I 


No 
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No longer now does my neglected Mind | 
It's wonted Stores, and old Ideas find. 
Fix d judgment there no longer does abide, 
To take the True, or ſet the Falſe aſide. 
No longer does ſwift Mem'ry trace the Cells, 
Where ſpringing Wit, or young Invention dwells. 
Frequent Debauch to Habitude prevails: 
Parience of Toil, and Love of Virtue fails. 
By ſad Degrees impair'd my Vigor dyes 3 
Till I command no longer ev'nin Vice. _ 
The Women on my Dotage build their Sway 5 
They ask; I grant: they threaten 3 1 obey. 
In Regal Garments now I gravely ſtride, 
Aw'd by the Perſian Dam'ſel's haughty Pride. 
Now with the looſer Syrian dance, and ling, 
In Robes tuck'd up, opprobrious to the King. 
Charm'd by their Eyes, their Manners I acquire; 
And ſhape my Fooliſhneſs to their Deſire. 
Seduc'd and aw'd by the Philiſtine Dame, 
Ar Dagon's Shrine I kindle e e Flame. 
Wich the Chaldean's Charms her Rites prevail; 
And curling Frankincenſe aſcends to Baal. 
To each new Hatlot I new Altars dreſs ; 
And ſerve her God, whoſe Perſon careſs. 5; 
Where, my deluded Senſe, was Reaſon flown > 
Where the high Majeſty of David's Throne? 
W hereall the Maxims of erernal Truth, 
With which the living Godinform'd my Youth ? 
When with the lewd Egyptian Iadore 
Vain Idols, Deities that ne'er before 
In Iſrael's Land had fix'd their dire abodes, 
Beaſtly Divinities, and Droves of Gods: 
Oſiris, .ipis, Pow'rs that chew the Cud, 
And Dog Anubis, Flatr'rer for his Food : 
W hen in the Woody Hill's forbidden Shade 
I carv'd the Marble, and invok'd it's Aid: 
W hen 1n the Fens to Snakes and Flies, with Zeal 
_ Unworthy human Thought, I proſtrate fell5 
To Shrubs and Plants my vile Devotion paid; 
And fer the bearded Leek, to which I pray'd; 


W hen 
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When to all Beings ſacred Rites were giy n; 


Forgot the Arbiter of Earth and Heay'n. 


—\ Thro' theſe ſad Shades, this Chaos in my Soul, 


Some Seeds of Light at length began to roll. 
The riſing Motion of an Infant Ray 


Shot glimm'ring thro” the Cloud, and promis'd Day- 


And now one Moment able to reflect, 
I found the King abandon'd to neglect, 


Seen without Awe, and ſerv'd without Reſpect. 
4 


I found my Subjects amicably joyn, 
To leſſen their Defects, by citing mine. 


The Prieſt with Pity pray'd for David's Race; 


And left his Text, to dwell on my Diſgrace. 


The ſad Examples which he ought to ſhun, 


The Father, whilſt he warn'd his erring Son, : 


Deſcrib'd, and only nam'd nor, Solomon. 
Each Bard, each Sire did to his Pupil fing, 
A wiſe Child better than a fooliſh King. 
Into my ſelf my Reaſon's Eye I turn'd ; 
And as I much rellected, much I mourn' d. 
A mighty King I am, an Earthly God: 
Nations obey my Word, and wait my Nod. 
Iraiſe or fink, impriſon or ſer free; 
And Life or Death depends on my Decree. 
Fond the Idea, and the Thought is vain: 


O'er Judab's King ten thouſand Tyrants reign, 


ions of Luſt, and various Pow'rs of Ill 
Inſult the Maſter's Tributary Will. 


And he, from whom the Nations ſhould receive 


| Juſtice, and Freedom, lyes himſelf a Slave, 
Torrur'd by cruel Change of wild D-fires, 


Laſh'd by mad Rage, and ſcorch d by brutal Fires. 


O Reaſon! once again to thee I call: 
Accept my Sorrow, and retrieve my Fall. 
Wiſdom, thou ſay'ſt, from Heav n receiv'd 
Her Beams tranſmitted to the ſubject Earth. 
Let this great Empreſs of the human Soul 
Does a. with imagin d Pow'r controul; 

If reſtleſs Paſſion by Rebellious Sway 
Compells the weak vos ro obey. 


2 


her Birth; 
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O troubled, weak, and Coward, as thou art! 
Wirhour thy poor Advice the lab ring Heart 
To worſe Extremes with ſwifter Steps would run, 
Not ſav d by Virtue, yet 1 Vice undone. 

Oft have I ſaid, the Praiſe of doing well s 
Is to the Ear, as Ointment to the ſmell. 
Now if ſome Flies perchance, however ſmall, 
Into the Alabaſter Urn ſhould fall ; 
The Odors of the Sweets inclos d would dye 
And Stench corrupt (fad Change !) their Place ſupply. 
So the leaſt Faults, if mixt with faireſt Deed, 
Of future ill become the fatal Seed : 
Into the Balm of pureſt Virtue caſt, 
Annoy all Life with one contagious Blaſt. 

Loſt Solomon! purſue this Thought no more: 
Ofthy paſt Errors recolle the Store: 
And filent weep, that while the Deathleſs Muſe 
Shall ſing men 3 {ball o'er their Head diffuſe 
Perfumes with laviſh Hand ; ſhe ſhall proclaim 


Thy Crimes alone; and to thy evil Fame e 


Impartial, ſcatter Damps, and Poyſons on thy Name. 9 
Awaking therefore, as who long had dream'd, 
Much of my Women, and their Gods aſtam d, 

From this Abyſs of exemplary Vice 

Reſolv d, as Time might aid my Thought, to riſe; 
Again I bid the mournful Goddeſs write 5 

The fond Purſuit of fugitive Delight: 

Bid her exalt her melancholy Wing, | 
And rais d from Earth, and ſav'd from Paſſion, ſing 
Of human Hope by croſs Event deſtroy'd, 

Of uſeleſs Wealth, and Greatneſs unenjoy'd, 

Of Luſt and Love, with their fantaſtic Train, | 
Their Wiſhes, Smiles, and Looks deceitful all, and vain, 
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The ARGUMENT. 


O LO Mo & conſiders Man through! 


O the ſeveral Stages and Conditions of 


Life; and concludes in general, that we 


are all Miſerable. He reflects more par- 


ticularly upon the Trouble and uncertain- 


ty of Greatneſs and Power; gives ſome 
Inſtances thercof from Adam down to 


Himſelf; and ſtill concludes that All is 


Vanity. He reaſons again upon Life, 
Death, and a future Being ; finds Human 
Wiſdom too imperfect to reſolve his 
Doubts; has Recourle to Religion; is in- 
formed by an Angel, what ſhall happen 
to himſelf, his Family, and his Kingdom 
till the Redemption of //rael : and, 
the whole, reſolves to ſubmit his 
ries and Anxieties to the Will 
ator. 


— ro. — 14 c 
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TEXTS chiefly alluded to in this BOOK 


Or ever the Silver Cord be looſed, or the Golden Bowl 
be broken, or the Pitcher be broken at the Fountain, 


or the Wheel broken ar the Ciſtern. Eccleſi — | 


Chap. XII. Verſ. 6. 


The Sun ariſeth, and the Sun aol down, and haſteth 
to his Place where — Eccleſiaſies, Chap. I. 
Verb. £: 


The Wind goeth towards the South, and turneth about 
unto the North. It whirleth about continually; and 


the Wind returneth again according to his Circuit. 
Verſ. 6. 


All che Rivers run into the Sea: yer t the Seais not full. 


Unto the Place from whence the Rivers come, thi- 
cher they return again. Verſ. 7. 


Then ſhall the Duſt di Earth, as it was: 1 
the Spirit ſhall return unto God who! gaveit. E Zen. 
aſtes, Chap. XII. Verſ. 7. 


Now when Solomon had made an End of Praying, che 


Fire came down from Heaven, and coglumed the 
| Burnt-offerin "gs and the Sacrifices ;. and the Glory of 


the Lord filled the Houſe. II — Chap. VII. 
Verſ. 1. 


Te 


N By the Rivers of Babylon, there we ſat down; yea we 
wept, when we remembred Sion, Cc. Pſalm. 


CXXXVII. Verſ. 1. 


Don” 
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TExrs chiefly alluded to in this Book. 


I ſald of Laughter, it is mad; and of Mirth, what do: 
eth it? Eccleſiaſtes, Chap. II. Verſ. 2. 


No Man can find out the Work that God mak- 
eth, from the Beginning to the End. Eccleſiaſtes, 
Chap. III. Verſ. 11. 


Whatſocver God doerh, it ſhall be for ever: nothing 
can be put to it, nor any thing taken from it: and 
God doeth it, that Men ſhould fear before him. Ver. 
I4. | 


Let us hear the Concluſion of the whole Matter; fear 
God, and keep his Commandments; for chis is the 
whole Duty of Man. Eccleſiaſtes, Chap. XII. Verſ. 


13. 


PO w- 


O ME then, my Soul: I call thee by 
that Name, 
Thou buſie Thing, from whence I 
know I am: 
For knowing that I am, 1 on thou 
art; 
| Since that muſt needs exiſt, which can impart. 
But how thou cam'lt to de, or whence thy Spring: 
For various of thee Prieſts and Poets ling. 
Hear ſt thou ſubmiſſive, but a lowly Birth, 
Some ſep' rate Particles of finer Earth, 
| A plain Effect, which Nature muſt beget, 
As Motion orders, and as Atoms meet; 
Companion of the Body's Good or Ill, 
From Force of Inſtin& more than 8b of Will; 
Conſcious of Fear or Valour, Joy or Pain, 
As the wild Courſes of the Blood ordain ; 
Who as Degrees ot Heat and Cold prevail, 
in Youth doit flouriſh, and with We ſhalt fail; 
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Till mingl'd with thy Part'ner's lateſt Breath 
Thou fly'ſt;diffolv'd in Air, and loſt in Death. 
Or if thy great Exiſtence would aſpire 
To Cauſes more ſublime ; of Heav'nly Fire 
Wer'rthoua Spark ſtruck off, a ſepꝰ rate Ray, 
Ordain'd to mingle with Terreſtrial Clay; 
With it condemn'd for certain Years to dwell, 
To grieve it's Frailties, and it's Pains to feel; 
To teach it Good and Ill, Diſgrace or Fame; 
Pale it with Rage, or redden it with Shame: 
Io guide it's Actions with informing Care, 
In Peace to Judge, to conquer in the War; 
Render it Agile, Witty, Valiant, Sage, 
As fits the various Courſe of human Age; 
Till as the Earthly Part decays and alls, 
The Caprive breaks her Priſon's mouldring Walls; 
Hovers a-while upon the ſad Remains, | : 
Which now the Pile, or Sepulchre contains; 
And thence with Liberty unbounded flies, 
Impatient to regain her native Skies. | 
Wharte'er thou art, where-c'er ordain'd to go: 

(Points which we rather may diſpute, than know) 
Come on, thou little Inmate of this Breaſt, es 
Which for thy Sake from Paſſions I diveſt : | 
For theſe, thou ſay'ſt, raiſe all the ſtormy Strife, 
Which hinder thy Repoſe, and trouble Life. 

Be the fair Level of thy Actions laid, 
As Temp'rance wills, and Prudence may perſuade ; 

Be thy Affections undiſturb'd and clear, — : | 


Guided to what may Great or Good appear; 
And try if Life be worth the Liver's Care. 
Amaſs d in Man there juſtly is beheld 
What thro” the whole Creation has excell'd : 
The Life and Growth of Plants, of Beaſts the Senſe, 
The Angel's Forecaſt and Intelligence: | | 
Say from theſe glorious Seeds what Harveſt flows ; 
Recount our Bleſſings, and compare our W oes. 
In it's true Light let cleareſt Reaſon free 
The Man dragg d out to act, and forc'd to be; 


Help- 


Or would he rather leave this frantic Scene; 
And Trees and Beaſts prefer to Courts and Men? 


| Dif rent Ideas to his Mem'ry brought: 
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Helpleſs and naked ona Woman's Knees 

| To be expos'd or rear'd as ſhe may pleaſe; 
Feel her Neglect, and pine from her Diſeaſe. 

His tender Eye by too direct a Ray 

Wounded, and flying from unpraQtis'd Day; 
His Heart aſſaulted by invading Air, 

And beating fer vent to the vital War; 

| To his young Senſe how various Forms appear; 
That ſtrike his Wonder, and excite his Fear? 
By his Diſtortions he revcals his Pains ; 

He hy his Tears, and by his Sighs complains ; 
Till Time and Ute aſſiſt the Infant Wretch, 
Buy broken Words, and Rudiments of Speech, 
His Wants in plainer Characters to ſhow, 

And paint more perfect Figures of his Woe. 
Condemn' d to facrifice his childiſh Years 

To babling Ign'rance, and to empty Fears; 

Io paſs the riper Period of his Age, 

Acting his part upon a crowded Stage; 

Io laſting Toils expos'd, and endleſs Cares, 
To open Dangers, and to ſecret Snares; 

To Malice which the vengeful Foe intends, 
And the more dangerous Love of ſeeming Friends. 
His Deeds examin'd by the People's Will, 
Prone to forget the Good, and blame the Ill: 
Or ſadly cenſur'd in their curs'd Debate, 

W ho in the Scorner's, or the Judge's Seat 

Dare to condemn the Virtue which they hare. 


ln the remoteſt Wood and lonely Grott 
Certain to meet that worſt of Evils, Thought; 


Some intricate, as are the pathleſs M oods; 
Impetuous ſome, as the deſcending Floods : 
With anxious Doubts, vrith raging Paſſions torn, 
No ſweet Companion near, with whom to mourn ; 
 Hehears the echoing Rock return his Sighs; 
And from himſelf the frighted Hermit flies. 
= 3 | Thugs 
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Thus thro? what Path ſoe'er of Life we rove, 

Rage companies our Hate, and Grief our Love : 

Vex'd with the preſent Moment's heavy Gloom, 

Why ſeek we Brightneſs from the Years to come ? 
Diſturb'd and broken like a ſick Man's Sleep, 

Our troubl'd houghtss to diſtant Proſpects leap; 

Defirous ſtill what flies us to o'ertake : | 

For Hope is but the Dream of thoſe that wake: 

Bur looking back, we ſee the dreadful Train 
Of à oes, a-new which were we to ſuſtain, 
We ſhould refuſe to tread the Path again. 

Still adding Grief, ſtill counting from the firſt ; 

Judging the lateſt Evils ſtill the worſt ; 

115 y finding each progreſſive Hour 

Heighten their Number, and augment their Pow'r; 
Till by one countleſs Sum of Woes oppreſt, 
Hoary with Cares, and ignorant of Reſt, 

We find the vital Springs relax d and worn: 
Compell'd our common Impotence to mourn, 

Thus, thro* the Round of Age, to Childhood we re- ( 

N turn; | 

Reflecting find, that naked from the Womb 

We yeſterday came forth; that in the Tomb 

Naked again we muſt ro-morrow lye, 

Born to 3 to labor, and to dye. 

- Paſs we the Ills, which each Man feels or dreads, 
The Wi eight or falſ n, or hanging o er our Heads; 
The Bear, the Lyon, terrors of the Plain, 
The Sheepfold ſcatter'd, and the Shepherd ſlain; 
The frequent Errors of the pathleſs Wood, 

T he giddy Precipice, and the dang' rous Flood: 
The noi ſom Peſt lence, that in open War 
Terrible, marches thro” the mid-day Air, 

And ſcatters Death ; the Arrow that by Night 
Cuts the dank Miſt, and fatal wings it's Flight ; 
| The billowing Snow, and Violence of the Show'r, 

| Thar from the Hills diſperſe their dreadful Store, 

* And o'er the Vales collected Ruin pour; | 
| The Worm that gnaws the ripening Fruit, ſad Gueſt, 

Canker or Locuſt hurtful to infeſt | 


The 


; 


* 


After the falling of the later Rain: 
But to the Aged blind ſhall ne er return 
Grateful Viciſſitude: He ſtill muſt mourn 
Ihe Sun, and Moon, and ev'ry Starry Light 
A Eclips'd to Him, and loſt in everlaſting Night. 


Sec his Head trembling, and his half. clos d Eyes: 
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The Blade; while Husks clude the Tiller's Care, | 
And Eminence of Want diſtinguiſhes the Lear. 
Paſs we the {low Diſeaſe, and ſubtil Pain, 
Which our weak Frame is deſtin'd to ſuftain ; 
The cruel Stone, with congregated War 
Tearing his bloody Way; the cold Catarrh, 


With frequent Impulſe, and continu d Strife, 
Weak ning the waſted Sears of irkſome Life; 


The Gour's fierce Rack, the burning Feaver's Rage, 
The ſad Experience of Decay ; and Age, 

Her ſelf the ſoareſt Il]; while Death, and Eaſe, 
Oft and in vain invok'd, or to appeaſe, 


Or end the Grief, with haſty Wings recede 


From the vext Patient, and the ſickly Bed. 
Nought ſhall it profit, that the charming Fair, 
Angelick, ſofteſt Work of Heav'n, draws near 
To the cold ſhaking paralytick Hand, | 
Senſeleſs of Beauty's Touch, or Love's Command, 
Nor longer apt, or able to fulfill 
The Dictates of it's feeble Maſter's Will. 
Nought ſhall the Pſaltry, and the Harp avail, 
The pleaſing Song, or well repeared Tale, 
When the quick Spirits their warm March forbear ; 
And numbing Coldneſ; has unbrac'd the Ear. 
The verdant Riſing of the flow'ry Hill, 
The Vale enamell'd, and the Cryſtal Rill, 


The Ocean rolling, and the ſhelly Shoar, 


Beautiful Objects, ſhall delight no more; 


W ben the lax d Sine ws of the weaken d Eye 


In wat' ry Damps, or dim Suſſuſion lye. 
Day follows Night; the Clouds return again 


Behold where Age's wretched Victim lies: 
Fre- 
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Frequent for Breath his panting Boſom heaves: : 


To broken Sleeps his remnant Senſe he gives 
And only by his Pains, awaking finds he lives. 
Loos'd by devouring Time the Silver Cord 
Diſſever'd lies: unhonour'd from the Board 
The Cryſtal Urn, when broken, is thrown by ; 
And apter Utenſils their Place ſupply. = 
Theſe Things and thou muſt ſhare one equal Lot; 
Dye and beloſt, corrupt and be forgot; 
While ſtill another, and another Race 1 
Shall now ſupply, and now | qv up the Place. 
From Earth all came, to Earth muſt all return ; 
Frail as the Cord, and brittle as the Urn. 
But be the Terror of theſe Ills ſuppreſs'd : 
And view we Man with Health and Vigor bleſt. 
Home he returns with the declining Sun, 
His deſtin'd Task of Labor hardly | x 3 
Goes forth again with the aſcending Ray, 
Again his Travel for his Bread to pay, 
And find the Ill ſufficient to the Day. 77 
Hap ly at Night he does with Horror ſhun 
A widow'd Daughter, ora dying Son: 
His Neighbour's Off. ſpring he to-morrow ſees ; 
And doubly feels his Want in their Increaſe : 
The next Day, and the next he muſt attend 
His Foe triumphant, or his buried Friend. 
Inev'ry Act and Turn of Life he feels 
Publick Calamities, or Houſehold Ills: 
The due Reward to juſt Deſert refus d: 
The Truſt berray'd, the nuptial Bed abus d: 
I) he ſudge corrupt, the long depending Cauſe, 
And dbubrful Iſſue of miſconſtru'd Laws: 
The crafty Turns ofa diſhoneſt State, = 


And violent Will of the wrong-doing Great : 8 
The venom'd Tongue injurious to his Fame, | 4 
Which nor can Wiſdom ſhun, nor fair Advice reclaim. I JC. 
Eſteem wetheſe, my Friends, Event and Chance, | 
Produc'd as Atoms from their flutt'ring Dance? * A 
Or higher yertheir Efſence may we draw 3 
From deſtin'd Order, andErernal Law ? © 


Again L 3 


2 
N 
4 


Io ſhorter Labour, and a lig 
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Again, my Muſe, the cruel Doubt repeat: 
Spring they, I ſay, from Accident, or Fate? 
Yerſuch, we find, they are, as can controul 
The ſervile Actions of our way'ring Soul; 
Can fright, can alter, or can chain the Will; 
Their 11ls all built on Life, that fundamental III. 
O fatal Search! in which the lab'ring Mind, 
Still preſs'd with Weight of Woe, ſtill hopes to find 
A Shadow of Delight, a Dream of Peace, 
From Years of Pain, one Moment of Releaſe ; 
Hoping atleaſt ſhe may her ſelf deceive, 
Againſt Experience willing to believe, | 
Deſirous to rejoice, condemn'd to grieve. 
Happy the mortal Man, who now at laſt 
Has thro” this doleful Vale of Mis'ry paſt ; 
Who to his deſtin'd Stage has carry'd on 
The tedious Load, and faid his Burden down; 
Whom the cur Braſs, or wounded Marble ſhows 
Victor o'er Life, and all her Train of Woes. 
He happier yet, who ages. by by Fate 
ter Weight, 
Receiv'd bur yeſterday the Gift of Breath, 
Order'd to-morrow to return to Death. 
Bur O! beyond Deſcription happieſt he, 
Who ne'er muſt roll on Life's tumultuous Sea; 
Who with bleſs'd Freedom from the gen'ral Doom 5 
Exempt, muſt never force the teeming Womb, : 
Nor ſee the Sun, nor fink into the Tomb. „ 
Who breaths, muſt ſuffer; and who thinks, muſt 
mourn 3 : | 
And he alone is bleſs'd, who ne'er was born. 
Let in thy Turn, thou frowning Preacher, hear: 
ce Are not theſe general Maxims too ſevere ? | 
& Say: cannot Pow'r ſecure it's Owner's Bliſs? © 
And is not Wealth the potent Sire of Peace? : 


Are Victors bleſs'd with Fame, or King's wichEaſe? 


I tell thee, Life is but one common Care; 
And Man was born to ſuftcr, and to fear. 
© gBut is no Rank, no Station, no Degree 
From this contagious Taint of Sorrow free? 
| | None, 


—— —— — 
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None, Mortal, None: Yer in a bolder Strain 

Let me this Melancholy Truth maintain: 

But hence, ye Worldly, and Prophane, retire: 

For I adapt my Voice, and raiſe my Lyre 

To Notions not by Vulgar Ear receiv'd: (- 

Ye ſtill muſt cover Life, and be deceiv'd: 

Your very fear of Death ſhall make ye try 

To catch the Shade of Immortality; | 

Wiſhing on Earth to linger, and to ſave 

Part of it's Prey from the devouring Grave; 

To thoſe who may ſurvive ye, to bequeath 

Something entire, in ſpite of Time and Death; 

A fancy'd Kind of Being to retrieve, 

And in a Book, or from a Building live. 

Falſe Hope! vain Labour! ler fome Ages Y : 

The Dome ſhall moulder, and the Volume dye: 
Wretches, ſtill taught, ſtill will ye think it ſtrange, 
Ihat all the Parts of this great Fabric change; 

Quit their old Station, and Primæval Frame; | 
And loſe their Shape, their Eflence, and their Name? 

Reduce the Song: our Hopes, our ſoys are vain: 
Our Lot is Sorrow; and our Portion Pain. 

What Pauſe from Woe, what Hopes of Comfort bring 
The Name of Wiſe or Great, of ſudge or King? 
What is a King? A Man condemn'd to bear 
The public Burden of the Nation's Care; 

Now crown'd ſome angry Faction to appeale ; 

Now falls a Victim to the People's Eaſe : 

From the firſt blooming of his ill taught Youth, 
Nouriſh'd in Flatt'ry, and eſtrang'd from Truth: 

At home ſurrounded by a ſervile 3 , 

Prompt to abuſe, and in Detraction loud: 
Abroad begirt with Men, and Swords, and Spears; 
His very State acknowledging his Fears: e 

Marching amidſt a thouſand Guards, he ſhows 
His ſecret Terror of a thouſand Foes; | 
In War however prudent, great, or brave, 

Io blind Events, and fickle Chance a Slave: 

Seeking to ſettle what for ever flies; 

Sure of the Toil, uncertain ofthe Prize, 


Bur 


ing 


But 
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And caſt the Braſs a-new to his Reno wn. 


But he returns with Conqueſt on his Brow; 
Brings up the Triumph, and abſolves the Vow: é 
The Captive Generals to his Carr arety'd:  * 
The joyful Citizens tumultuous Tide 


Echoing his Glory, Frau his Pride. 


What is this Triumph 2 Madneſs, Shouts, and Noiſe, 
One great Collection of the People's Voice. 
The W retches he brings back, in Chains relate, 


VM hat may to-morrow be the Victor's Fate. 


National Loſs, and epidemic Woe, 

Various Diſtreſs, which he and his may know. 
Does he not mourn the valiant thouſands ſlain; 
The Heroes, once the Glory of the Plain, 


The Spoils and Trophies born before him ſhow, e | 


Loft in the Conflict of the fatal Day, 


Or the Wolve's Portion, or the Vulture!s Prey? 

Does he not weep the Lawrel, which he wears, 

Wer with the Soldier's Blood, and Widow's Tears? 
See, where he comes, the Darling of the War! 


See millions crowding round the gilded Carr! 


In the vaſt Joys of this Ecſtatic Hour, 

And full Fruition of ſucceſsful Pow'r, | 
One Moment and one Thought might ler him ſcan 
The various Turns of Life, and fickle State of Man. 
Are the dire Images of ſad Diſtruſt, 

And popular Change, obſcur'd a-mid the Duſt, 
That riſes from the Victor's rapid Wheel 


Can the loud Clarion, or ſhrill Fife repel 1 


The inward Cries of Care? can Nature's Voice 
Plaintive be drown'd, or leſſenꝰd in the Noiſe; 
Tho” Shouts as Thunder loud afflict the Ait; 
Stun the Birds now releas'd, and ſhake the Iv ry Chair ? 
Yon' Crowd (he might reflect) yon” joyful Crowd, 
Pleas'd with my Honours, in my Praiſes loud, 
(Should fleering Vict'ry to the Vanquiſh'd go; 
Should ſhe depreſs my Arms, and raiſe the Foe ;) 
Would for that Foe with equal Ardor wait 
At the high Palace, or the crowded Gate; 
With reſtleſs Rage would pull my Statues down 


M 


o im. 
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DODimpotent Deſire of Worldly Sway! 
hat I, who make the Triumph of to-day, 
May of to- morrow's Pomp one Part appear, 
Ghaſtly with Wounds, and lifeleſs on the Bier 
Then (vileneſs of Mankind !) then of all theſe, 
Whom my dilated Eye with Labour ſees, 
Would one, alas! repeat me good, or great? 
Waſh my pale Body, or bewail my Fate? 
Or, march'd I chain'd behind the Hoſtile Carr, 
The Victor's Paſtime, and the Sport of War; 
Would one, would one his pitying Sorrow lend, 
Or be ſo poor, to own he was my Friend 2 
Avails it then, O Reaſon, to be wiſe ? 
To ſeethis cruel Scene with quicker Eyes? 0 
Io know with more Diſtinction to complain, 
And have ſuperior Senſe in feeling Pain? 
Le us revolve that Roll with ſtricteſt Eye, 
Where ſafe from Time diſtinguiſh d Actions lye; Aj 
And judge if Greatneſs be exempt from Pain, : 
1 Pleafire ever may with Po w'r remain. 
Adam, great Type, for whom the World was made, 
The faireſt Bleſſing to his Arms convey d, 
A charming Wife; and Air, and Sea, and Land, 
And all that move therein, to his Command 
Nender' d obedient: ſay, my penſive Muſe, 
What did theſe golden Promiſes produce? 
Scarce taſting Life, he was of Joy bereav d: 
One Day, I think, in Paradiſe he lived: 
Deſtin' d the next his Journey to purſue, 
Where wounding Thorns, and curſed Thiſtles grew. 
E'er yet he earns his Bread, a- down his Brow, 
Inclin'd to Earth, his lab ring Sweat muſt flow: 
His Limbs muſt ake, with daily Toils oppreſs'd ; 
E'er long-wiſh'd Night brings neceſſary Reſt : 
Still viewing with Regret his darling Eve, 
He for her Follies, and his own muſt grieve. 
Bewailing ſtill a-freſh their hapleſs Choice; 
His Ear oft frighted with the tmag'd Voice 
Of Heav'n, when firſt it thunder d; oft his View 
A-ghaſt, as when the infant Light ning flew ; 12 
— An 


* 
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And o'er . 
Lempeſts and Storm, obedient to his Word. 
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And the ſtern Cherub ſtop'd the fatal Road, 
Arm'd with the Flames of an *r God. 

His younger Son on the polluted Ground, 
Firſf Fruit of Death, lies plaintif ofa Wound 


SGiyfn by a Brother's Hand: His eldeſt Birth 


Flies, mark'd by Heav'n, a Fugitive o'er Earth. 
Yer\why theſe Sorrows heap'd upon the Sire, 
Beco r Man, nor Angel to enquire. 

Each Age finn'd on; and Guilr advanc'd with Time: 


The Son ſtill added to the Father's Crime * 


Till God aroſe, and greut in Anger ſaid: 

Lo! it repenteth me, that Man was made. 

Withdraw thy Light, thou Sun! be dark, JF Skies ! 
__ ; on 


And from your deep Abyſs, ye Waters, ri 


The frighted Angels heard th* Almighty Lord; 

he Earth from wrathful Viols pour d £ 

Mean time, his Providence to Noah gave 

The Guard of all, chat he defign'd to fave. Ex og 

Exempr from general Doom the Patriarch ſtood z 

Contemn'd the Waves, and triumph'd o'er the Flood. 
The Winds fall ſilent; and the Waves decreaſe : 

The Dove brings Quiet, and the Olive Peace : 

Yer ſtill his Heart does inward Sorrow feel, 

W hich Faith alone forbids him to reveal. 

If on the backward World his Views are caſt ; 

Tis Death diftus'd, and univerſal Waſte. 

Preſent (fad Profpe& !) can he ought deſcry, 

But (what affects his melancholy E 

The 2 of the 1 — * Fabric 4 i 2 - 

In Chains of craggy Hill, or Lengths of dreary Coaſt ? 

While to high Hen his pious — turn'd, 

Weeping he hop'd, and facrificing mourn'd; 

When of God's Image only eight he found 


Snatch'd from the Wat' ry Grave, and fay'd from Naas: 


1 0 ons drown'd; | 
And of three Sons, the future Hopes of Earth, 
The Seed, whence Empires muſt receive their Birth, 
One he foreſees excluded Heay*nly Grace, 
And mark'd with Curſes, fatal to bis Race. 


M 2 Abra. 
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The Weight of Pow'r, and Anguiih ofa Crown. 
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Abraham, potent Prince, the Friend of God, 
Of human Ills muſt bear the deſtin'd Load; 
By Blood and Battles muſt his Pow'r maintain, 
And ſlay the Monarchs, e' er he rules the Plain; 
Muſt deal juſt Portions of a ſervile Life 
Toa proud Handmaid, and a peeviſh Wife; 


Miuſt with the Mother leave the weeping Son, 


In Want to wander, and in Wilds to groan; 
Muſt take his other Child, his Age's Hope, 
To trembling Moriam's melancholy Top, 
Order'd to drench his Knife in filial Blood; 
Deſtroy his Heir, or diſobey his God. | 
Moſes beheld that God; but how beheld ? 
The Deny in radiant Beams conceal'd, 
And clouded in a deep Abyſs of Light; | 
While preſent, too ſevere for human Sight, 
Nor ſtaying longer than one ſwift-wing'd Night. 
The following Days, and Months, and Years decreed 


Io fierce Encounter, and to toilſome Deed. 


His Youth with Wants and Hardſhips muſt engage: 
Plots and Rebellions muſt diſturb his Age. 5 
Some Corah ſtill aroſe, ſome Rebel Slave, 


Prompter to ſink the State, than he to ſave: 
And Iſrael did kis Rage ſo far provoke, 


That what the God- head wrote, the Prophet broke. 


His Voice ſcarce heard, his Dictates ſcarce believ'd, 
In Camps, in Arms, in Pilgrimage, he liv'd; 
And dy'd obedient to ſevereſt Law, | 


Forbid to tread the promis'd Land, he ſaw. 
My Father's Life was one long Line of Care, 

A Scene of Danger, and a State of War. 

Alarm'd, expos'd, his Childhood muſt engage 


The Bear's rough Gripe, and foaming Lion's Rage, | 


By various Turns his threaten'd Youth muſt fear 
Goliah's lifted Sword, and Saul's emitted Spear. 
Forlorn he muſt, and perſecuted fly ; 5 
Climb the ſteep Mountain, in the Cavern lye; 
And often ask, and be refus'd to dye. oY 

For ever, from his manly Toils, are known 


What 


' 


| 


POEMS on ſeveral Occaſions. 
What Tongue can ſpeak the reſtleſs Monarch's 3 5 
When God and Nathan were declar'd his Focs ? 
When ev'ry Object his Offence revil'd, 


The Husband murder'd, and the Wite defil'd, 


The Parents Sins im preſs'd upon the dying Child ? 
What Heart can think the Grief which he {uſtain'd ; 
When the King's Crime brought ang on the 
Land; 
And the incxorable Propher's Voice 
Gave Famine, Plague, or War; and bid him fix his 
Choice? | 
He dy'd; 3 and oh! may no Reflection ſhed 
It's poys nous Venom on the Royal Dead: 
Vet the unwilling Truth muſt be expreſs'd; 
Which long has ur'd in this penſive Breaſt : 
Dying he added to my Weight of Care: 
He made me to his Crimes undoubted Heir: 


Left his unfiniſh'd Murder to his Son, 


And Joab's Blood intail'd on Judah's Crown. 
Youngas I was, I haſted to fulfill 

The cruel Dictates of my Parent's Will. 

Of his fair Deeds a diſtant View I took; 

Bur rurn'd the Tube upon his Faults to look; j 

Forgot his Youth, ſpent in his Country's Cauſe, 

His Care of Right, hi s Rev'rence to the Laws: 

Bur could with Joy his Years of Folly trace, 


Broken and old in Bathſheba' SEmbrace; _ 


And cite his fad Example; whilſt I trod 


Could follow him, where e er he ſtray'd from good, 
Paths open to Deceit, and track'd with Blood. 2 


Soon docile to the ſecret Acts of ill, 


With Smiles I could betray, with Temper kill: 


Soon in a Brother could a Rival view; 


Watch all his Acts, and all his Ways purſue. 
In vain for Life he to the Altar fled : 


Ambition and Revenge have certain Speed. 
Eu'n there, my Soul, ev'n there he ſhould have _ 5 


But that my Intereſt did 122 Rage conccal. 


Doubling my Crime, I promiſe, and deceive; 


Purpoſe to ſlay, whilſt n. to * 


Trea: 
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Treaties, Perſuaſions, Sighs, and Tears are vain: 
With a mean Lie curs'd Vengeance I ſuſtain; 

Joyn Fraud to Force, and Policy to Pow'r 

Lill of the deſtin d Fugitive ſecure, 

In ſolemn State to Parricide I riſe; 

And, as God lives, this Da y my Brother dies. 

Be Witneſs to my Tear, Celeſtial Muſe ! 

In vain I would forget, in vain excuſe, 

Fraternal Blood by my Direction ſpilt; 

In vain on Joab's Head transfer the Guilt : 

The Deed was acted by the Subject's Hand 

The Sword was pointed by the Kings Command, 
Mine was the Murder: it was mine alone 

Years of Contrition mult the Crime attone: 

Nor can my 15 Soul expect Relief, 

But from a long fincerity of Grief. 

With an — Hand, and trembling Heart, 

Her Love of Truth ſuperior to her Art, | 
Already the Reflecting Muſe has trac'd 

The mournful Figures of my Action paſt. 

The penſive Goddeſs has already taught, 

How vain is Hope, and how vexatious Thought; 


From growing Childhood to declining Age, 
How tedious ev'ry Step, how gloomy ev'ry Stage. 


This Courſe of Vanity almoſt compleat, 
Tir'd in the Field of Life, I hope Retreat 
In the ſtill Shades of Death : for Dread and Pain, 
And Grief will find their Shafts elanc'd in vain, 
And their Points broke, retorted from the Head, 
Safe in the Grave, and free among the Dead. 

Let tell me, frighted Reaſon | what is Death ? 


Blood only ſtopp'd, and interrupred Breath? 
The utmoſt Limit ofa narrow Span, 


And End of Motion, which with Life began ? ? 
As Smoke that riſes from the kindling Fires 

Is ſeen this Moment, and the next expires : 

As empty Clouds by riſing Windsare toſt, 
Their fleeting Forms ſcarce ſooner found than hoſt: 
So vaniſhes our State: ſo paſs out Days: 
So Life but opens now, and now decays: 


The 
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The Cradle and the Tomb, alas! ſo nigh; 
To live is ſcarce diſtinguiſh'd from to dye. 
Cure of the Miſer's With, and Coward's Fear, 
Death only ſhews us, what we knew was near. 
With Courage therefore view the pointed Hour; 
Dread not Death's Anger; bur expect his Pow'r ; 
Nor Narure's Law with fruitleſs Sorrow mourn ; 
Burdye, O mortal Man! for thou waſt born. 
Cautious thro' Doubt; by want of Courage, wiſe, 
To ſuch Advice, the Reavgners ſtill replies. 
Yer meaſuring all the long continu'd Space, 
Ev'ry ſucceſſive Day's repeated Race, 
Since Time firſt ſtarred from his priſtine Goal, 
Till he had reach'd that Hour, wherein my Soul 
Joyn'd to my Body ſwell'd the Womb; I was, 
(At leaſt I think ſo) nothing: muſt I paſs 
Again to nothing, when this vital Breath 
Ceaſing, conſigns me o'er to Reſt, and Death ? 
Muſt the whole Man, amazing Thought! return 
To the cold Marble, or contracted Urn? 
And never ſhall thoſe Particles agree, 
That were in Life this individual he? 
Bur ſever'd, muſt they join the general Maſs ; 
Thro' other Forms, and Shapes ordain'd to paſs ; 
Nor Thought nor Image kept of what he was? 
Does the great Word that gave him Senſe, ordain, 
That Life ſhall never wake that Senſe again? 
And will no Pow'r his ſinking Spirits ſave 
From the dark Caves of Death, and Chambers of the 
Grave? 
Each Evening I behold the ſetting Sun 
bo down-ward $ _ the Ocean run: 
let the ſame Light (paſs bur ſome fleeting Hours) 
Exerts his Vigour, — renews his Powers; ö 
Starts the bright Race again: his conſtant Flame 
Riſes and ſets, returning ſtill the ſame. 
I mark the various Fury of the Winds: 
Iheie neither Seaſons guide, nor Order binds : 
They now dilate, and now contract their Force: 
Various their Speed, bur endleſs is their Courſe. , 
| From 


Do Angels joy to ſee his better half return? 
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From his firſt Fountain and beginning Ouze, 

Down to the Sea each Brook, and Torrent flows: 

Tho” ſundry Drops or leave, or (well the Stream; 

The whole Nil runs, with equal Pace, the ſame. 

Still other Waves ſupply the rifing Urns ; 

And the eternal Flood no want of Water mourns, 
Why then muſt Man obey the ſad Decree, 

Which ſubjects neither Sun, nor Wind, nor Sea? 
A Flow r, that does with opening Morn ariſe, 

And flouriſhing the Day, at Evening dyes ; 

A Winged Eaſtern Blaſt, juſt skimming oer 

The Ocean's Brow, and ſinking on the Shore; 

A Fire, whoſe Flames thro' crackling Stubble fly; 

A Meteor ſhooting from the Summer Sky; 

A Bowl a-down the bending Mountain roll'd 3 

A Bubble breaking, and a Fable told; 

A Nood-tide Shadow, and a Mid night Dream; 

Are Emblems, which with Semblance apt proclaim 

Our Earthly Courſe: But, O my Soul! ſo faſt 


_ Muſt Life run off; and Death for ever laſt » 


This dark Opinion, ſure, is too confin'd: _ 
Elſe whence this Hope, and Terror of the Mind? 


Does ſomething ſtill, and ſomewhere yet remain, 


Reward or Puniſhment, Delight or Pain? 
Say: {hall our Relicks ſecond-Birth receive? 


Sleep we to wake, and only dye to live? 


When the ſad Wife has clos d her Husband's Eyes, 
And pierc d the Echoing Vault with doleful Cries; 
Lyes the pale Corps not yet entirely dead? 

The Spirit only from the Body fled, 

The groſſer Part of Heat and Motion void, 

To be by Fire, or Worm, or Timedeſtroy'd 


The Soul, immortal Subſtance, to remain, 


Conſcious of ſoy, and capable of Pain? 


And if her Acts have been directed well, 
While with her friendly Clay ſhe deign'd to dwell ; 
Shall the with Safety reach her priſtine Seat? 


Find her Reſt endleſs, and her Bliſs compleat 2 
And while the buried Man we idly mourn ; 
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But if ſne has deform'd this Earthly Life 

Wich murd' rous Rapine, and ſeditious Strife; 
Amaz'd, repuls'd, and by thoſe Angels driv'n 
From the Xtherial Seat, and bliſsful Heav'n, 
In everlaſting Darkneſs muſt ſhelye, 

Still more unhappy, that ſhe cannot dye? 
Amid two Seas on one ſmall Point of Land 
Weary'd, uncertain, and amaz'd we ſtand: | 
On either Side our Thoughts inceſſant turn : | 
Forward we dread ; and looking back we mourn. | 
Loſing the preſent in this dubious haſt ; | 

And loſt our ſelves berwixt the future, and the paſt. 
Theſe cruel Doubts contending in my Breaſt, 
My Reaſon ſtagg'ring, and my Hopes oppreſs'd, 
Once more ſaid : once more I will enquire, 
What is this little, agile, pervious Fire, 
This flutt'ring Motion, which we call the Mind? —S 
How does ſhe act? and where is ſhe confin'd ? | 
Have we the Pow'r to guide her, as we pleaſe ? 
Whence then thoſe Keil, that obſtruct our Eaſe? 
We Happineſs purſue; we fly from Pain; 
Yer the Purluit, and yet the Flight is vain: 
And, while poor Nature labours to be bleſt, 
By Day with Pleaſure, and by _ with reſt ; 
Some ſtronger Pow'r cludes our fickly Will; 
Daſhes our rifing Hope with certain il ; 
And makes us with reflective Trouble ſee, 
That all is deſtin d, which we fancy free. 
That Pow'r ſuperior then, which rules our Mind, 
Is his Decree by human Pray'r inclin'd. f 
Will he for Sacrifice our Sorrows caſe? 
And can our Tears reverſe his firm Decrees ? 
Then ler Religion aid, where Reaſon fails: 
Throw Loads of Incenſe in, to turn the Scales; 
And let the ſilent Sanctuary ſhow, Y : 


1 
| 
'| 
14 


What from the babling Scholes we may not know, 
How Man may ſhun, or bear his deſtin d Part of Woe, 
mend, or what abſolve our Fate? 
Anxious we hover in a mediate State, 
: Be. 
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Betwixt infinity and nothing; Bounds, 5 
Or boundleſs Terms, whoſe doubtful Senſe confounds 
Unequal Thought; whilſt all we apprehend, 
Is, that our Hopes muſt riſe, our Sorrows end; 
As our Creator deigns to be our Friend. | 

L ſaid and inſtant bad the Prieſts prepare 
The ritual Sacrifice, and ſolemn Pray'r. 
Select from vulgar Herds, with Garlands gay, 
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A hundred Bulls aſcend the ſacred Way. 
The Artful Youth proceed to form the Choir; 

They breath the Flute, or ſttike the vocal Wire. 
The Maids in comely Order next advance; 

They beat the Timbrel, and inſtruct the Dance. 
Follows the choſen Tribe from Levi ſprung, 
Chanting by juſt Return the holy Song. 

Along the Choir in ſolemn State they paſt. 

The anxious King came laſt, _ 
The facred Hymn perform'd, my promis'd Vow 
I paid; and bowing at the Altar low, 
Father of Heav'n! I ſaid, and Judge of Earth! 

Whoſe Word call'd out this Univerſe to Birth; 

Buy whoſe kind Pow'r and influencing Care 
The various Creatures move, and live, and are; 
Bur, ceaſng once that Care; withdrawn that Pow'r 
They move (alas!) and live, and are no more: 

Omni-ſcient Maſter, Omni- preſent King, 

To thee, to thee, my laſt Diſtreſs I bring. 

Thou, chat can't {till the raging of the Seas, 
Chain up the Winds, and bid che Tempeſt ceaſe ; 
Redeem my {hip-wreck'd Soul from raging Guſts 
Of cruel Paſſion, and deceitful Luſts : 5 
From Storms of Rage, and dang”rous Rocks of Pride, : 


Let thy ſtrong Hand this little Veffel guide 
(It was thy Hand chat made it) thro' the Tide 
Impetuous ofthis Life: let thy Command 
Direct my Courſe, and bring me ſafe to Land. 
If, while this weary'd Fleth draws fleeting Breath, 
Not ſatisfy'd with Life, afraid of Death, 
It hap'ly be thy Will, that I ſhould know ? 
Glimpſe of Delight, or Pauſe from anxious Woe 1 
5 rom 
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From Now, from inſtant Now, great Sire, diſpell 
The Clouds that preſs my Soul; from Now reveal 
A gracious Beam of Light; from Now inſpire 
{ My Tongue to ſing, my Hand to touch the Lyre: 
My open d Thought to joyous Proſpects raiſe; 
And, for thy Mercy, let me ſing thy Praiſe. 
Or, if chy Will ordains, I ſtill wait 
Some New Here- after, and a future State; 
Permit me Strength, my Weight of Woe to bear; 
And raiſe my Mind ſuperior to my Care. 
Let me, howe'er unable to explain 

T he ſecret Lab'rinths of thy Ways to Man, 

Wich humble Zeal confeſs thy awful Pow'r ; 

Still weeping Hope, and wond'ring ſtill Adore. 

So in my Conqueſt be thy Might declar'd : 

And for thy Juſtice, be thy Name rever'd. 

My Pray'r ſcarce ended, a ſtupendous Gloom 
> Darkensthe Air; loud Thunder ſhakes the Dome: 
Io the beginning Miracle ſucceed 
An awful Silence, and religious Dread. 
Sudden breaks forth a more than common Day: 
The ſacred Wood, which on the Altar lay, 
Untouch'd, unlighted glows ——— _ 
Ambroſial Odor, ſuch as never flows 
From Arab's Gum, or the Sabean Roſe, 
Does round the Air evolving Scents diffuſe : 
The holy Ground is wet with Heav'nly Dews: 
_ Celeſtial Muſic (ſuch Jeſſides Lyre, 

Such Miriam's Timbrel would in vain require) 
Strikes to my Thought thro'ꝰ my admiring Ear, 
With Ecſtaſy roo fine, and Pleaſure hard to bear. 
And lo! what ſees my raviſh'd Eye? what feels 
My wond'ring Soul? an opening Cloud reveals 
An Heav'nly Form embody'd and array'd 

With Robes of Light. I heard: the Angel faid : 

| Ceaſe, Man of Woman born, to hope Relief 
From daily Trouble, and continu'd Grief. 

Thy Hope of Joy deliver to the Wind: 

Suppreſs thy Paſſions 3 and prepare thy Mind. 


7 
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Free and Familiar with Misfortune grow : | 
Be us'd to Sorrow, and inur'd to Woe. 
By weak'ning Toil, and hoary Age o'ercome, 
See thy Decreaſe; and haſten to thy Tomb. 
Leave to thy Children Tumult, Strife, and War, 
Portions of Toil, and Legacies of Care. 
Send the ſucceſſive Ills thro' Ages down; 
And let each weeping Father tell his Son, 
That deeper ſtruck, and more diſtinctly griev'd, 
He muſt augment the Sorrows he mens. $ 
The Child to whoſe Succeſs thy hope is bound, 

E'*er thou art ſcarce interr*d, or he is crown'd; 
To Luſt of arbitrary Sway inclin d, 

(That curſed Poyſon to the Prince's Mind !) 
Shall from thy Dictates and his Duty rove, 
And loſe his great Defence, his People's Love. 
III Counſell'd, Vanquiſh'd, Fugitive, Diſgrac'd, 
Shall mourn the Fame of Jacob's Strength effac'd. 
Shall ſigh, the King diminiſh'd, and the Crown 
With leflen'd Rays deſcending to his Son. 
Shall ſee the Wreaths, his Grandfire knew to reap 
By active Toil, and Military Swear, # 
Pining incline their ſickly Leaves, and ſhed 
Their falling Honours from his giddy Head. 
By Arms, or Pray'r unable to aſſwage 
Domeſtic Horror, and inteſtine Rage, 
Shall from the Vitor, and the Vanquiſh'd fear, 
From Iſrael's Arrow, and from Judah's Spear: 
Shall caſt his weary'd Limbs on Jordan's Flood, 


Buy Brother's Arms diſturb'd, and ſtain'd w.th Kindred- 


Blood. | | 
Hence lab ring Years ſhall weep their deſtin'd Race 
Charg'd with ill Omens; ſully d with Diſgrace. 
Time by Neceſſity compell'd, ſhall go i 
Thro' Scenes of War, and Epocha's of Woe. 
The Empire leſſen d ina parted Stream, 
Shall loſe it's Courſe ———— | 
Indulge thy Tears: the Heathen ſhall blaſpheme : 
Judah (hall fall, oppreſs d by Grief and Shame 5 
And Men ſhall from her Ruins know her Fame. = 
8 Lew 
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New Ægypts yer, and ſecond Bonds remain, 
A harſher Pharaoh, and a heavier Chain, 
Again obedient to a dire Command, | 
Thy Caprive Sons ſhall leave the promis'd Land. 
Their Name more low, their Servitude more vile, 
Shall, on Euphrates' Bank, renew the Griefof Nile. | 
Theſe pointed Spires that wound the ambient Sky, 
Inglorious Change! ſhall in Deſtruction lye 
Low, levell'd with the Duſt ; their Heights unknown, 
Or meaſur'd by their Ruin. Yonder Throne, | 
For laſting Glory built, deſign'd the Seat 
Of Kings for ever bleſt, for ever great, 
Remoy d by the Invader's barb'rous Hand, 
Shall fas Fx Triumph in a foreign Land. 
The Tyrant ſhall demand yon ſacred Load 
Of Gold and Veſlels ſer a- part to God, 
Then by vile Hands to common Uſe debas'd; 5 


Shall ſend them flowing round his drunken Feaſt, 
With ſacrilegious Taunt, and impious Jeſt. 
Twice fourteen Ages ſhall their Way complete: 

Empires by various Turns ſhall riſe and ſer ; 

W hile thy abandon'd Tribes ſhall only know 
A diff rent Maſter, and a Change of Woe: 

With down-caſt Eye-lids, and with Looks a-ghaſt, 

Shall dread the future, or bewail the paſt. | 
Alfflicted 1/rae! ſhall fit weeping down, 
Faſt by the Streams, where Babel's Waters run 

Their Harps upon the neighb'ring Willows hung, 
Nor joyous Hymn encouraging their Tongue, 

Nor chearful dance their Feet; with Toil oppreſs'd, 

T heir weary'd Limbs __ but to reſt. 

In the reflecting Stream the ſighing Bride, 

Viewing her Charms impair d, abaſh d ſhall hide 
Her penſive Head; and in her languid Face | 

T he Bridegroom fhall fore-ſee his kelly Race: 

While pond'rous Fetters vex their cloſe Embrace. 
With irkſome Anguiſn then your Prieſts ſhall mourn 

« heir long · neglected Feaſts deſpair d Return, 
And ſad Oblivion of their ſolemn Days. | 
Thenceforth their Voices they ſhall only raiſe, ; 
. Loud: 
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Louder to weep. By Day your frighted Seers 
Shall call for Fountains to expreſs their Tears; 


And wiſh their Eyes were Floods: by Night from 


Of opening Gulphs, black Storms, and raging Flames, 


Dreams | 


Starting amaz'd, ſhall to the People ſhow 


— Emblems of Heav'nly Wrath, and myſtic Types of Woe. 


The Captives, as their Tyrant ſhall require, 
That they ſhould breath the Song, and touch the Lyre, 
Shall ſay: can Jacob's ſervile Race rejoice, 
Untun'd the Muſic, and diſus d the Voice? 


What can we play? (They ſhall diſcourſe) how fin 
In foreign Lands, and to a barb'rous King? 


Weand our Fathers from our Childhood bred 
To watch the cruel Victor's Eye, to dread 
The arbitrary Laſh, to bend, to grieve; 
(Our-caſt of Mortal Race!) can we conceive 


55 


Till Morn, the Tyrant, 


of ough: delightful, ſoft, or gay? 


- 


when we have toy['d the longſome Day; —% 
The fulleſt Bliſs our Heart; aſpire to know, 

Is but ſome Interval from active Woe ; 

In broken Reſt, and ſtartling Sleep ro mourn ; 


the Scourge return. 


Bred up in Grief, can Pleaſure be our Theme? 
Our endleſs Anguiſh does not Nature claim? 
Reaſon, and Sorrow are to us the ſame. 

Alas! with wild Amazement we require, 

Ik idle Folly was not Pleaſure's Sire: 

| Madneſs, we fancy, gave an ill tim'd Birth 
To grinning Laughter, and to frantick Mirth. 


1 hisis the Series of per 


al Woe, 


Which thou, alas! and thine are born to know. 
Illuſtrious wretch, repine not, nor reply: 


View not, what Heaven ordains, with Reaſon's Eye 5 


Too bright the Object is: the Diſtance is too high. 

The Man who would reſolve the Work of Fate, 
May limit Number, and make crooked ſtrait: 
Stop thy Enquiry then; and curb thy Senle ; 

Nor let Duſt argue with Omnipotence. 


; 


"Tis 
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"Tis God who muſt diſpoſe, and Man ſuſtain, | 

Born to endure, forbidden to complain. 

Thy Sum of Life muſt his Decrees fulfill: 

What derogates from his Command, is IIl; 

And that alone is good, which centers in his Will. 
Yer that thy Lab ring Senſes may not droop, 

Loft to Delight, and deſtitute of Hope ! 

Remark what I, God's Meſſenger, aver 

From him, who neither can deceive, nor err. 

The Land at length redeem'd, ſhall ceaſe to mourn 

Shall from her ſad Captivity return. 

Sion ſhall raiſe her long · dejected Head; 

And in her Courts the Law again be read. 

Again the glorious Temple ſhall ariſe, 


And with new Luſtre pierce the neighb'ring Skies. 


The promis'd Seat of Empire ſhall again 

Cover the Mountain, and 3 Plain, | 
And from thy Race diſtinguiſh'd, One ſhall ſpring, 
Greater in Act than Victor, more than King 

In Dignity and Pow 'r; ſent down from Heav'n, 
To ſuccour Earth. To Him, to Him tis giv'n, 


Paſſion, and Care, and Anguiſh to deſtroy. 


Thro' Him ſoft Peace, and plenitude of Joy 

Perperual o'er the World redeem'd ſhall flow. 

No more may Man inquire, nor Angel know. 
Now, Solomon, rememb'ring who thou arr, 

Act rhro' thy remnant Life the decent Parr. . 

Go ſorth: be ſtrong: With Patience, and with Care 

Perform, and ſuffer: to thy Self ſevere, | 

Gracious to others; thy Deſires ſuppreſs d, 

Diffus d thy Virtues; firſt of Men, be beſt. 

Thy Sum of Duty let two Words contain; 

O may they graven in thy Heart remain 

Be humble, and be juſt. The Angel ſaid: 

Wich upward Speed his agile Wings he ſpread; 

Whilſt on the holy Ground I proſtrate lay, 

By various Doubts impell'd, or to obey, 

Or to object: at length (my mournful Look 

Heav'n · ward erect) determin d, thus I poke: : 

- 5 | Su- 


192 POEMS on ſeveral Occaſions. 
m_—_ Allwiſe, Erernal Porentate ! 
Sole Author, ſole Diſpoſer of our Fate! 
Enthron'd in Light, and Immormlity, 
Whom no Man fully fees, and none can ſee ! 
Original of Beings! Pow'r Divine! 
Since that I live, and that I think, is thine; 
Benign Creator, let thy plaſtic Hand | 
Diſpoſeit's own Effet. Let thy Command 
Reſtore, Great Father, thy Inſtructed Son 
And in my Act may Thy great Will be 4 
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